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CAPTAIN SPITFIRE 


UraBODtlOWOK, 

0» the %fternooii of the 2&tih<^ Mai^ 184®, hBives wete 
freely used and shots ex<^auged, in @ie ^tieets -of* M»diid, 
between a handful of peaeants, whose last expiring cry was 
“ Long live the B^uHic 1” and the amy of the Spanidi 
monarchy, whose visible chief ("at that time was Don Bamon 
Maria Narvaez, President of CSouncil of Ministers of 
Queen Isabella II., and Minister of Whr. 

Those few historical facts being commrinicated to the 
reader, we will now pass on to matters 1^ fitmiliar, but 
more agreeable, and which originated in the Ismenitble 
oocrirrences above referred to. 


L 

On the ground floor of an humble, but pretty and dhan- 
looking house in the narrpw winding street styled the CMle 
de Preoiados, the scene of the disturbances We hav* jhst 
mentioned, there lived alone—that is to say, without tt»e 
company of any of the nude sex—three good and religious 
women, who differed Very much from one (WOdier botL M 
personsd appearance and the nature of thm di^CMpone; one 
being A widow lady, a nAtire of ilhdptiipoa, <h a grave and 



0 


CAPTAIN SPITFIRE, 


distiiigiushed asi)ect; tlie tieioiid, Iici- daughter, young, 
unmarried, a native of Madrid, and very pretty and charming, 
but altogether of a different type to that of her niotlicr; 
and the third, their servant, whom it is quite impossible to 
describe, she being of no particular age or figure, and 
scarciily of detenninable sex. This creature had been ba]>- 
tised at Moudonneih), in Galicia, and, following the example 
of the Scfior^ Curate who officiated at the ceremony, we 
have shown her too much favour in recognising that she 
belonged to the human species at all. 

The daughter seemed the symbol, or living representative 
in petticoats, of common sense; there was such ft luqipy 
(‘(piilibrhim between her beauty and her unaffected, natural 
manners, l)etween her elegance and simplicity, her gr.ace and 
modesty. Slie commonly j)ass(‘d thi-ough the public streets 
unnoticed, without calling forth those gallant observatiojis 
usually bestowed on pri'tty women when unescorted; but 
as soon as anyone’s attentioji was lixcal on her, it wa.- 
impossible for him not to be enrai)tui’ed with her many 
channs. She Avas not, and certaiidy had no wish t(j be, 
one of those loud, showy, ]>rovoeative 1)eauties that attract 
all eyes as soon as they make tlusii- appearance in a drarving- 
I'oom, a theatre, or on a tuiblic })romenade, and who com- 
juomise or extinguish the poor fellow who accompanies 
them, whether he be their sweetheart, husband, or father, 
or Prtistor John of the Indies himself. , 

She seemed a wise and harmonious union of jdiysieal and 
luoi-al perfections, the extraordinaiy regularity of whicli did 
not at once excite enthusiasm, just as peace and order do 
not excite enthusiasm, and a well-proportioned piece of 
i'*eul|^.ture neither shocks imr astonishes us until we realise; 
thefact Hurt if every' detail apitears gmcefnl, easy, and natural, 
it, is heeause all are equally beautiful. 
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It niiglit be said that this honoured divinity of the middle 
classes had studied how to dross, arrange her hair, look, walk, 
and, in short, bear the treasures of her splendid youth in such 
a manner that none should believe her to be vain, forwaixl, 
or seductive, but entirely different from the marriageable 
deities who make a market of their charms, and pumue their 
way as if announcing to everybody: “ Tliis house to be seld 
or—to be let.” > ■> 

Jhit we will not detain the reader with fiourishes of rhe¬ 
toric or tedious sketches, for we have a gn^atdiial to say and 
only a limited time at our disposal. 


IT. 

'J'liB Eopublieans wore firing at the royal troops from the 
corner of the Ciilh^ de Peregrines, and th(‘ soldiers wen* 
returning their fire from the Puerto del Sol in such a Avay 
that the musket balls of both parties whisked past tlie win¬ 
dows of the before mentioned ground floor, when they did 
not strike the iron bars, making these vibrate with a grating 
noisi', and damaging shutters, woodwork, and window-panes 
by thi; rebound. 

Equally profound, although different in its nature and 
expression, was the terror felt by the mother and the servant. 
The noble-minded widow feared first of all for her daughter, 
then for the rest of human kind, and lastly for herself; 
whilst the Galician trembled above all for her own beloved 
skin, then for her own and her mistresses’ stomachs, for the 
large eaiihen water jar M'as almost empty and the baker had 
not made his appearance with the afternoon’s bread, and 
thinlly, a little for such natives of Galicia, soldiers .'or peas¬ 
ants, as might be killed or injured in the affray. 
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W('. have not sjx)ken of the daughter’s terror, 1)ecause, 
whether curiosity l>ad neutralised it, or fear had no place, in 
her inasculinc rather tlian feminine heart, the case was that 
the gentle damsel, disragarding .itic advice and coiumands of 
her mother ainl the lamentations or howls of the servant— 
both of wliom had hidden tiiemselves in inner rooms—ran 
from time to time tr) tin; a])art]iients looking upon the street, 
and (■ven,oj;i>ned the closed shutters, in order to form an 
accurate idea concerning tin; state of afiairs. 

When making one of tlu'se extremely dangerous recon- 
naissanc.cs, she saw that the soldi(*rs had advanced nj) to the 
door of tlie house, whilst the. rebels were retreatin|f towards 
the I’laza de. San Domingo, not wdlhout making an occa¬ 
sional stand, when they tired with admirable coolness and 
hrav(iry. Aiul she likewise saw at the head of the soldi(“rs, 
and even of the otticers, a man about forty years oM who 
was distinguishing himself by his energy and intrepidity, and 
the ai'd(mt phrases with which he harangued his comrades. 
This man was of a noble and elegant, appearance, and retim'd 
and handsome, though severe! pliysiognomy, sjiarely hut 
strongly built, rather tall than short, and dressed partly as a 
civilian, partly as a soldier. We mean that lu' wore a forage 
caji with the three gold lace strijies of a captain, and a 
civilian’s siirtont and trousera, both of black cloth, and 
carried an infantry ofticer’.s sword and a. sportsman’s 
<;avtiidg(!-ca.se and fowling-pieeo. 

The young lady stood regarding and admiring this singnlar 
](ersoniige, when tlu' Ilepnhlic.ans discharged theii' nniskets at 
hiuv, considering liim, doubtless, more Ibrmidahle than all the 
rest, p(!rha])s a general, a minister, or some such dignifairy, 

' and the poor captain, or -whatever hi' was, fell to the ground 
as if sticuek by lightning, and with his face bathed in blood ; 
wherenpon the. rebels fled joyfully, well satisfied with their 
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work, and puKued ky the soldiei's, hurmng to avenge their 
mifortunate loader. The street became quiet ami solitary, 
the brave gentleman, perchance still alive, and whom kind 
and pious hands could jnobably save from death, lying 
bleeding in the middle of it. 

'rhe damsel did not hesitate a moment; she mil to her 
mother and the servant, exjtlained the miJtter, told them that 
tliere was no longer any firing in the street, coiitcnded not 
so much with the generous widow’.s very prudent objectioiivS 
as with the Ualiciau’s purely animal fears ; and a few 
minutes later the three women had carried to their honest 
dwelling?and placed upon the widow’s comfortable bed in an 
alcove of the juincipa! room tbe insensible body of him W’ho, 
if he wei(' not the real hero of the day of the 26th March, 
will be that of our particular history. 


III. 

Tiiic charitable wuineii tvere not long before they discovered 
that the Captain was not de.ad, but merely unconscious, the 
I'Hect of a musket-ball that had struck him slantingly on the 
forehead without penetrating it deeply. They also per¬ 
ceived that a ball had passed through and probably fractured 
the right leg, and that it was necessary for every attention 
to be at once given to the. wound, from wdiich much blood 
vms flowing. They recognised, in short, that the only tndy 
useful and efficacious thing they could do was immediately 
to call in a medical man. 

“ ^lamina,” said the valiant damsel, “ Doctor 8anchez 
lives ordy a cou])le of .steps from here on the opposite side of 
the way. Let Kosa go and fetch him. It will take but a 
moment, and there is no danger.” 
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3mt then a shot fvas heaJ^ close by, followed by live or 
six others, discharged all at once and at a greater distance. 
Then deep silence reigned again. 

“I won’t go,” growled the servant; “there's firing going 
on still, and I’m sure you woaldn?t like me to be shot while 
crossing the street." 

“ Stupid creator*! there’s nothing happening in the 
street/’ replied the young lady, who was looking out f-f one 
of the wiuctows. 

“ Come away from tliero, Augustias,” cried the mother, on 
observing her. 

“ The shot we just heiuil,” continued tlu; yoftng lady 
called A5igustias, “and to which the soldiers at the Puertu 
del Sol replied, must have been fij-cd by an ill-looking 
man from the garret at No. 9, Avhero 1 see him again loading 
his gun. The balls conserpiently pass very bigh, and there 
is no danger in crossing our street. And, besides, it would 
be the greatest of infamies if we allowed this unfortunati! 
man to die merely to save ourselves from a slight incon¬ 
venience.’’ 

“I will go and fetch the doctor,” said the mother, wlm 
had just finishetl binding uji the Captain’s broken leg after a 
fashion. 

“ You certainly shall not,” cried the daugliter, a)(i)roaeh- 
ijig the bed. “ What would people say of me 1 I will go, 
Inicause I am younger andean get there (juickor. You have 
risked quite enough in the other wars.” 

“Never mind, you shall not go,” replied the mother, im¬ 
periously. 

“ Nor I either,” added the servant. 

“ Mamma, let me go. 1 beg of you to do so in my father’s 
name. J liave not the heart to let this brave man bie«i to 
death when we can save him. See, sec w'hat little use your 
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bandages are. The 6lood is trickiiug from ntider the 
mattress.” 

“ Augustias, I say you must not go.” 

“ I will not go if you do not wish it. But, dear mamma, 
think of my poor father, your high-minded and valiant hus- 
banil, wlio would not havo died as he did, having bled to 
death in the middle of a wood on the *night of a battle, if 
.SI tine merciful hand had staunched the blood ksuing fmm 
lii.s wounds.” 

“ Augustias ! ” 

“ Mamma, let me I 1 am an Amgonese like ray father, 
altliougft T was born in this wicked Jladrid. Besides, I do 
jiot thiiit thiwe. is .any !‘i!!l w)ii-.-,b cc.mnmnds us women to 
i*xl)il)it le.«s valour than men.'' 

'i'hus spoke tlie brave girl ; and her mother had not 
leeovered from the amazement, accompanied by moral sub¬ 
mission or involuntary approval, which this noble sjreecdi 
inspired, before Augustias was boldly crossing the Calle do 
l-’recindos. 


lY. 

“ Si.;k, Heuoi'a ! Look Irow nicely she. goes ! ” exclaimed the 
thdician, ckippiug her hands, and looking at our heroine from 
the window. 

But, alas ! at that moment a gun was dischaiged close by ; 
.and the poor motlicr, who also liad approached the window, 
seeing her <laughter stop and feel her dress, uttm-ed a piercing 
cry and fell on her knees, almost deprived of consciousness. 

“ They have not hit bet! They liave not hit her! ” cried 
the servant. “She is entering the Itouse opimsite. You. 
ne<Hl not Ite afraid, Sehora.” 

But the latter diil not hear her. Pale as a corpse, sue 
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struggled against her faintness, until, finding strength in her 
grie^ she rose, half-distracted, and ran to the street, 
where she met Augustias returning home, followed by the 
dootpc. Mother and daughter embraced, kissing one another 
nijijturouBly, while unconsciously standing over a jmol of 
blood that had flowed from the Captain’s wounds. At 
last they entered thb house without anyone observing that 
the young 4dyi8 petticoats were pierced by the treacherous 
bullet fired by the man in the garret on seeing her cross the 
stre(‘t. 

It was the Galician, rvho not only discovered the injiny, 
hut was cruel enough to mention the fact aloud: 

“ They have liit her ! They have hit her ! ” she exclaimed. 
“ I’m glad I didn’t gn. The halls would have gone througli 
and through my petticoats.” 

Imagine what was the renewed terror of the poor mother 
until Augustias had convinced her that she was unhurt. 
Suffice it to say that from that terrible day the Tinhapi)y 
widow, as we shall see in the course of our narrative, did not 
enjoy an hour of health. But let us return to the unfortu¬ 
nate Captain, iuid see what opinion the skilful and assiduous 
Doctor Sanchez formed concerning his wounds. 

This member of the faculty enjoyed an enviable reputa¬ 
tion, and once more justified it by his rapid and happy treat¬ 
ment of our hero, staunching the blood from his wounds 
with domestic remedies, and reducing and bandaging the 
fracture of the leg without other help than that of the thi-ee 
women. But as an expositor of his art, he did not shine so 
well. He undertook to say that the Captain would not die, 
“ provided that within twenty-four hours he recovered from 
iiis present profound lethargy, Which was an indication of 
grave cesehral disturbance, the result of a lesion iu the fore¬ 
head, ciused by an obliquely striking projectile fired from a 
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gun, but without fracturing, although tsertdnly contuahig the. 
frontal bone; the said cerebral disturbance being precisely in 
the part where the wound was situated, and the whole result¬ 
ing from our unfortunate civil discords, in which the poorinan 
appeared to have taken air active part.” And the doctor 
added, by way of commentarj", that if the aforesaid cerebral 
disturbance did not cease within the tiij^e specified, the Cap¬ 
tain would assuredly die, a proof of the great force with 
which the projectile had struck his unfortuna^ie patient. As 
to whether it would or would not cease before the expiration 
of twenty-four hours, he reserved his prognosis until the fol¬ 
lowing afternoon. 

Having uttered tlioso trite remarks, lie cnjpined his 
listeners with great emphasis—for he was well acquainted 
with the disposition of Eve’s daughters—that when the 
wounded man recovered eonscionsness, they should neither 
permit him to speak, nor .speak to him of anything, however 
urgent the matter might appear to be ; he then gave them 
verbal instructions and written prescriptions to meet any 
accident tliat might supervene; and, promising on the solemn 
word of a good physician to return next day, whether there 
vfero firing in the streets or not, he marched off home in case 
he .should be summoned on a similar errand, hut not beforo 
counselling the almost prostrated widow to retire to her room 
earl}', for her pulse was irregular, and it wa.s very possible a 
little fever might come on during the night. 


V. 

It was three o’clock in the morning, and the noUe minded 
lady, although she felt very imwell, conlanued at tl^e 
invalid’s bedside, regardless of the solicitations of the 
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indefatigJiliJe Augustias, who was also iu attendance, and had 
not, in fact, rested herself the whole night. 

Erect att<l quiet as a statue, the young lady remained at 
the foot of the blood-staitied bed, witli her eyes fixed on the. 
thin pale face—resembling that of a Christ carved in ivory 
—of the valiant warrior whom she had so much admired 
during the aftemopn; and in this attitude she waited 
witli visible uneasiness until he should safely awake 
from that profound lethargy which might terminate in death. 

The thrice happy Galician was seated in the best arm-chair 
of tlie room, engaged in the pleasant occupation of snoring, if 
the horrible noise she made merits that name, with her head 
ghu'd to .her knees, she having overlooked the fact that tin; 
chair-back was expre.ssly adapted to one’s reclining against it 
at one’s ease. 

Various observations or conjectures had crosscnl the minds 
of both mother and daughter, during their long watching, as 
to what might he the Captain’s social rank, character, ideas, 
and sentiments. With the minute attention which women 
never fail to pay, even under the most terrible and solemn 
circumstance.^, they had noted the fineness of his linen, the 
elegance of his watch, the comeliness of his person, and ^(e 
marquis’s coronet embroidered on his stockings. Is'or did 
they fiul to observe an antiipie gold medallion hanging round 
his neck under his clothes, nor that this medallion repre¬ 
sented th(! Yirgen del Pilar de Saragossa ; all which gav(» 
them great jjleasure, as they felt justified in iufening from 
these eircmmstauces that the Captain was a person of distinc¬ 
tion and of good and Christian breeding. What they naturally 
respectcKl was the inside of his pockets, where perhaiw there 
were letters or cards indicating his name and ad<lress—infor- 
niation which they hojMd to heaven he wonhl himself he, 
able to give as soon as he recovercnl consciousness and sp(*ech. 
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IMoiuiwhile., although the affray wasVndeil, tho Monarchy 
cmuiiig off victorious, there was heard from time to tune, now 
a distant ami unanswered discliargo of firearms, as a solitary 
;>r(ttest of some Republican not yet conv6rt.ed by gnipeshot, 
now tho sonorous trot of the cavalry patrols going their 
rounds to assure public order—soirnds both lugubrious and 
[trophetic, very sad to hear at the l^edsivle of a soldier 
wounded and nearly dead. 

At about lialf-j)ast three o’llock the tlaptafn suddenly 
opened his eyes, glanced sullenly around the room, looked 
siiccesKsvcly at Augustias ami .h.ri luotlier, with a certain kind 
of ))'ier’2y terror, and murmured peevishly ! 

Wlivre the, devil am 11” 

The young lady raised a finger to iier lips, to signify that 
lie. was to hold his tongue ; but the widow, not considering 
tbe thirel word of the <|uestiou a very ju-ojicr one, hastened 
to reply : 

“ You are in a safe and respectable place, tho house of 
{jeiieral Ilarbastro’s widow, tho Countess do Santurcc.” 

'• Women ! tlie deuce ! ” inuttcred the Captain, again clos¬ 
ing hi.s eyes, ns if resuming hi.s lethargy. But very soon lie 
appeared to bre,a.tlie with tliu freedom nd strength of one 
wh(j sleeps calmly. 

“He is saved!” said Augustias. “My father will be jdoased 
with us.” 

“I was praying for his .soul,” replied tho mother; “although 
as you see, our invalid’s first salutation to us leaves mucli to 
be desired.” 

“ 1 know by lieart,” slowly broke forth the Captain, with¬ 
out opening hi.s eyes, “ the list of the general staff of the 
Spanish army inserted in the Madrid Directory, and there is 
no mention in it, nor has mention boon n»ade during this 
century, of any General Biurbastro.” 
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“ I will tell you,” eilgorly exclaimed the widow. “ My 
late husband—” 

“Don’t answer, mamma,” interrupted the young lady, 
smiling. “ He is delirious, and we must take care of his poor 
head. Remember Doctor Sanchez’s injunctions.” 

The Cai»tain opened his fine eyes and looked fixedly at 
Angustias, and again ,plosed them, saying more slowly tlian 
liefore : 

“I am n^er delirious, Senorita. The only thing is, I 
always speak the truth, whatever happens.” 

And having uttered this, syllable by syllable, he sighed 
deeply, doubtless fatigued from so much talking, and then 
began to breathe heavily, as if about to pass away. 

“ Are you asleep, Captain ? ” asked the widow, much 
alarmed. 

The wounded man made no reply. 


VI. 

“Hb seems to be asleep now,” said Augustias in a low 
voice, taking a seat by Irer mother’s side ; “ and as I believe 
that he cannot hear us, let me mention one thing to you, 
mamma. I don’t think you did well to say you were a 
countess and a general’s widow.” 

“Why?” 

“ Because, you know, we have not sufficient means to take 
care of and wait upon a person like him in the same way a 
real countess could do.” 

“ What do you mean by a real countess ? ” exclaimed the 
elder lady, sharply. “ Surely you have no doubts as to my 
rank ; I am as much a countess as the Countess de Montijo, 
and my husband was as much a general as Espaxtero ! ” 
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“ You are quite but until tlie jiruceedings you have 

taken to estiiblisli your title, and obtain the pension of a 
general’s widow aro decided by the Government in your 
favour, we sliall remain very poor.” 

“ Not so very poor! I have still a thousand reals left from 
the price of the emerald-set rings that I sold, and I have a 
necklace of pearls with a clasp of briljiaiits, given me by my 
graudfatlier, vahu'd at more than five hundred duros, a sum 
sufficient to live upon +il! the termination o? my suit, which 
will b(j within a montli, and, indeed, sufficient to enable us 
to provide for this j)oor man, as God comniands, even if his 
brokey. leg obliges him to re.iuain lu're. two jr throe months. 
You know that one of the judges i ’. of opinion that 1 ought 
to receive the' benefits of Article 10 of the Convention of 
Vergara; for although your father died prior to its being 
.sigmsd, there is no doubt that he was acting in conjunction 
with Maroto.” 

“ Santurce ! yanturcc ! There is no such count’s name in 
llie Directoiy,” murmured the Captain, without opening 
his eyes. 

Then, suddenly throwing off his lethargy, and almost suc¬ 
ceeding in sitting up in bed, he said, in a clear and vibrating 
voice, as if he were again well: 

“ Come to the point, Sonora. 1 want to know where I .am 
and who you are. None can rule or deceive me. The devil! 
How my leg iloes pain me ! ” 

“ Scfior Captain, do not insult us,” exclaimed the widow, 
rather warmly. 

“ Come, Ca])tain, bo quiet, aud hold your tongue,” said 
Augustias, with suavity, although she felt annoyed. “You 
will nm great danger if you speak and move about. Your 
right leg is broken, aud you have a wound in your forehead, 
that hasdeprived you of consciousness for more than ten hours.” 
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“ It is too tiuc,” exoWiued tlie eccentric porsonaj-c, raisiiiy 
his hands to his head and feeling the bandages jilacod there 
by the doctor. “ Those rascals have wounded me. But who 
has b(!()U so stupid as to bring nus to .a strange house when I 
have, one of my own, and there are civil and military hos¬ 
pitals? I hate incommoding anyone or receiving favours, 

which I’m d-d if ^ deserve;, or wish to desejve. I Avas 

in the Calh; dc Preciados—” 

“And you ifte’still in the same street, at No. 14, ground 
flo<ir,” interrupted tin; Avidow, paying no attention to her 
daugl)ter’s signs to keep silent. “We do not Avant yon to be 
grateful to us, for wa liaAu; not done*, and will not do,, more 
than (Jod c^jmmands and charity ordains. For the, rest, you 
arc in a res])ectablc liouse. I am Dona Teresa Carrillo dc 
Albornoz y Azpeitia, widoAV of the Carlist General Don Luis 
Gonzaga dc .IJarbastro, Avho owed his title of Count do 
Smiturce to a Koyal edict of Don Carlos Y., which Dona 
Isabelle 11. ought to declare valid, according to the ton our of 
Article 10 of tlx* Convention of Vergara. I never tell lies, 
nor go by false names, nor do 1 purjiose to do anything else 
with you, than to try and save your life, Providence having 
confided tliat task to me.” 

“ Mamma, do not irritiite him,” observed Augustias. “You 
see, instead of being appeased, he is going to reply more vio¬ 
lently than ever. And the jtoor felhov is very ill, and AViUul(;rs 
in his mind. Come, Sefior Captain, be quiet, and think a 
little of your life.” 

Such Avere tin; Avords of the kind damsel, utteind with her 
accustomed gravity. But the Captain Avas not appeased. He 
looked at her from head to foot with still greater fury, like a 
Avild boar whom a new and more terrible adversary is about 
to httack, and exclaimed, angrily ; 

“ fsefioritu'! In the first place, my mind does not Avander, 
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and has ucvov done so ; in the se^nd, I very much resent 
your speaking to me witli such superlluous couiniiseratiou 
and hlandness, for 1 do not understand (jourtesies, suavities, 
and flatteries. Pardon the rudeness of my wor<ls, for (irony- 
one is as God has made; him, and I do not want to deceive 
any>>ody. I do not know by what law of my nature it is 
that I should prefer Iteing shot at»to being treatcal with 
kindness. I warn you, therefore, not k; bestow so muc-h 
attention on me, for it you do, you will be the cause of my 
suffocating in this Ixid, to wfo'ch my bad fortune has bound 
me. I was not born to receive favours, nor to bestow or 
repaj theta ; and, consequciiitly, T )iave always tried to avoid 
the i'(nu]i.uiy of ladies, children, hypocrites, or any other 
])acilic and timid persons. I am a daring fellow, whom no 
one has been able, lo (mdure since my birth—neitheu* as a 
lioy, nor as a youth, nor as an old man, which 1 am now 
becoming. All Madrid calls me Captain Sjiitlire. So you 
may sit down and arrange when T shall l)e taken to the hos- 
])ital on a stretcher. T have tinished.” 

“ Dear me ! what a man ! ” exclaimed the horrified Doha 
Teresa. 

“ All m(}n shoidd be as I am,” replied th(! Captain. “The 
world tvould go ou much better, or rather it would have 
ended long ago.” 

Augustias smiled. 

“ Do not smile, Sehorita; that is scoffing at a poor invalid, 
incapahh* of (hdivering you from his pw^sence by flight,” 
contiinujd tin; wounded man, with a slight exi)r(fssion of 
melancholy. “ I know that I .seem to you very ill-bred, hut 
believe me I don’t rescnit your thinking so ; on the contrary, 
I sliould re.sent it if you first held me worthy of njjpreeiajion, 
and afterwards accu.sed me of being the caus(i of yonr liaving 
fallen into such an error. Oh, if 1 could hut get hold of 
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the infamous rascal whd brought me to this hoirse, only to 
incommode you and dishonour me.” 

“ It was we who carried you here.—I, the Sefiora, and the 
Refiorita,” broke forth the Galician, who had been awakened 
and attractcid by the Jioise of this argument. “You were 
bleeding outside the door, and the Sefiorita took ]nty on you. 
I was also a little .sorryi for you, and, as the Sefiora was sorry 
too, ■we all three carried you in, and very heavy you arc, 
though you look .so thin.” 

The Captain wnis again becoming vi'ry anury, .seeing 
another woman a]ipear on the si-ene ; but the (bdician’.s 
account inpiresscd liiin .‘io nintii. tlr-' lie could nub help 
saying, 

1 am v('vy .sorry that this good work was not done for a 
hotter man than 1 am. What- lu'cussitv v.'c-! there that von 
should h(>come aeijuaintcd witii (hiptiun Spitfire?" 

Doha Ter(‘sa looked at her daughter .signiticaidly, as if .she 
wi.shed to say that the pour man was. aftei' all, Jess -vvioked 
and ferociou.s tliaii lie rejiresented hini.seif to he ; and Augiis- 
tias smiled in rejily with <*xiniisite grace, being evidently of 
the same ofiinion. In the nieainvliile, tlu' elogiacid Galician 
.said, in lachrymo.se tones: 

“ 'I'he Sehor rvould he still more sorry if he knew ;,hat the 
.Sefioiita Avent herself to fotcli the doctor, and that when the 
poor young lady was crossing the roiid tliey tired at lier; and 
look, a ball went through her skirt.’’ 

“I should never have mentioned it to \ ui,, Sehor Captain, 
for fear of irritating you,” e.'cplaiiied the ilam.^el, in a modest 
though liantering tone of voice, oasting down her eyes, and 
smiling more graciously than before. “ But as Kosa Las told 
you all, I must ask you to forgive me for the ,s.ake of the 
terror I caused my dear mother, and which ha.s brought on 
slight fever." 
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The Captain, overwhelmed witK astonislrmcnt, kept his 
mouth wide open, and looked nltemately at Auguatias, Dona 
Teresa, and the seiwant; and when the young lady ceased 
speaking, he closed his eyes, uttered a kind of groan, and, 
raising his clenched hands to heaven, exclaimed : 

“ C'rne] i)eople ! Then yon tliree are <lefennined k) make 
me your slave or lauglnng-stock; raiike me weep and 
utter soft words! T a .1 'O'-t if 1 yield ! IjiiW will escape ! 
A jn-ett.v thing if, a!, -n} T am to lie the s])ort of tlie 
tyranny of three \roiuen ! Sefiora,” he continne.d, with 
gre!p enniha^is, addressing the witlow, “ if you ik) not this 
n fie i.ieci '■'>(!)•( to vaiiv eooii,, ;Mid when von nri*. in hod 
tain- . . i.!p (>: is.ine, 1 will tear olf all those Iwndages and 
lau’s a)\d die in I ve niinete.s, wliie.h Cod foi’hid. As to yon, 
iSenorita Angustias, do ji'i- itie favemr to cal! in n watehman, 
and tell iiim to uo to lia- limise of the Marquis de los 
Tomilliiros. Xo. 12, Au nne de ,Sari Fiaecis'-o, eii'l say that 
his mqiliew. 1 )nu Jorge de. ('ordolia, awaits him hei'e seriously 
woended. Then you iinist la'tire too, and leave me in the 
Jiaiids of tliis insnpporiahlt' Caliciaii, who ean give me 
occasionally a little sugar and water, the, only refreshment I 
shall need till my IJne.le Alvaro arrives. Norv I’ve sjwken. 
Coiinte.ss, and yon ninst hegin hy going to bed.” 

The mother and danghter nodded to one another, and the 
former replied, soothingly : 

“ 1 will giv' you an example of ohedionce and gootl sense. 
Good night, .S< am- Cajilain, till ti>mon-ow'.” 

“ And I also wil! l»e obedient,” adth'd Augustias, after W'vit- 
ing down the eholerie Captain’s name and his uncle’s address. 
“ But as 1 am very sleepy, allow me to ])ut off sending that 
me.ssage to the Mar(|uis de los Tomillaros till to-inorjow. 
Good night, Senor Don Jorge, until then. Don’t forget to 
keep quiet.” 
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“I’m not going to fstiiy up alone wiMi the gentleman!” 
eried the Galician. “Hi« devil’s temper makes my hair 
Ktfuiil on end, and I’m all of a tremble, like a fawn.” 

“ lie easy, pretty one ! ” replied the Captain. “ You will 
find me gentler and more amiable with you than with your 
young mistress.” 

I )ona Teresa and Augustias could not resist laughing on 
hearing this first, good-humoured sally of their almost insup¬ 
portable guest. 

And now you see, reader, how such mournful and tragic 
scffncs, as those of that afternoon and evenijig, were concluded 
and crowned by a little joy and merriment. So certatn is it 
that all is fleeting and transitory in this world, happiness as 
well as grief, for, in the' words of the proverb, there, is no 
good or evil under any roof which lasts for a hundred years. 


VI 1. 

At eight (j’cloek tiie same morning, when, by God’s mercy, 
then* were no signs of barricades or riot. Doctor Sanchez was 
in the. house of the so-called Countess do Santurce for tin* 
j)Ur]K)s(^ of subj(H;ting the choleric Cajdain’s brok( ii leg to a 
final operation. 

That morning the patient had taken a fancy to remain 
sih*Jit. Before the jtainful instruments were ns(*d Ini Innl 
<inly oi>euod his month on one occasion, wheii In*, addressed 
some brief and hareli observations to Dofia Tere.sii and 
Augnstias, in reply to the courteous “Good morning” tluy 
saluted liim with. 

To the mother lie said : 

Go(hI heavens, Senora! Wliy on earth have you got up, ^ 
when you are so ill ? Do you want to make my shame and 
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iguominy still grea^fer 1 Are you detormiiifd to kill uio Ly 
dint of kindness?” 

And to the daughter: 

“Whatever does it matter to you whether I am better or 
•worse ? Come to the jwint. Have you sent to my uncle, 
so that he may remove mo from here, and deliver me from 
all fuss and ceremony? ” 

“ Yes, my angry Capl.ain; half an hour fyj;o the porter left 
with the message,” t ra'iipiilly replied the young lady, arrang¬ 
ing tlio pillows. 

A.' regards the susceptible Countess, it is unnecessary to 
sa' i..iat she was again vexed with her guest on hearing his 
vioieiil language. She decided to speak to him no more, and 
confined herself to making lint and bandages# occasionally 
asking the imperturbable Doctor Sanchez, with deej) interest, 
how the wounded man was progressing (without cojidescond- 
ing to mention the latter by name), whetlier he -would be 
lame, if he might take at noon a little chicken and ham 
broth, and whether it vas necessary to have sand strewn in 
the .street, so that the noise of the carriages should uot annoy 
him. 

The medical man, with his accustomed skill, ascertained 
tliat there was nothing to fear from the wound in the forehead, 
thanks to the vigorous constitution of the invalid, in whom 
th(ue were now no symptoms of cerebral disturbance or fever ; 
but the doctor’s diagnosis was not so favourable regarding 
the fracture of the leg. He again described this as grave and 
dangerous—the tibia being much injured—and recommended 
Don Jorge absolute rest, if he was anxious to escape the 
performance of an amputation and the risk even of death 
itself. The doctor expressed himself strongly and plainly, 
not alone through lack of art in concealing his ideas, but 
becau.se he had already formed an opinion as to the wilful 
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anil ui truly cbaractcr of liis patient. But he did not, in fact, 
eucceed in terrifying him, for his words were received only 
with a smile of incredulity and scorn. 

lit! did, however, frighten the three good women : Dona 
Teresa, through pure humanity; Augustias, through a certain 
noble feeling of duty which induced her to tend and tame 
this heroic and eccentrk personage ; and the servant, through 
instinctive terror of blood, mutilation, and possible death. 

Tlie Captain observed the anxiety of his nurses, and, 
abiuidoning the quiet and calm way in which he was 
undergoing the operation, exclaimed, furiously, to Doctor 
Sanchez: " 

“ Bellow !> why did not you tell me all that privately'? if 
you are a clever doctor, that is no reason why you should not 
have a good heart. 1 say this, becaxise you see what long 
and sad faces you’ve caused these ladies to liave.” Here 
the patient was obliged to stop, being overcome by the 
terrible pain occasioned by the doctor setting the broken 
bone. 

“Bah ! ” he soon added. “ It seems that I am to stop here 
just because there is nothing that excites me so much as 
wome.n’s tears.” 

The Captain was again silent, and bit his lips for a few 
moments, but did not utter a single groan. Unquestionably 
he was in great agony. 

“Bortlio rest, Sonora,” he continued, addressing Dona 
J eresa, “it seems to me that then! is no reason why you should 
1 ogard me with such odium, for my Uncle Alvaro will be 
here directly to deliver you from Captain Spitfire. Then the 
Sefior Doctor will see—hang it, man, don’t press so tightly !— 
that, in 8i>itt! of what he says about my being in an unfit 
state to be moved—confound you, what a rough hand you’ve 
got!—four soldiers will carry me on a litter to my house 
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which •will put an end to these nunnery-like scenes. Jicnlly 
ull this is the height of absurdity! Brotlis for me.! A 
chicken diet! Lay sand in the .street on my'aceount! Am 
I, by chance, a drawing-room soldier that I must bo trcatotl 
■ndth such ridiculous tenderness 1 ” 

Doha Teresa wiis about to reply, Avhon, fortunately, there 
was a knock at the door, and Itosa ahnouneed the Marquis 
de los Tomillaros. 

“ Thank heaven !” they all exclaimed at the same time, 
although with different meanings. 

The aiTival of the Marquis coincided with the conclusion 
of the opeuitnm. Don Jiirge wa:. }>erspiring from ])ain, and 
Augii-stias gave him a little vinegar and water^ whereupm 
l»e breathed more easily, and thanked her. 

The Marquis at this moment reached the bedside, accom¬ 
panied by the widow. 


V.TII. 

Don Alvaeo t>b Cobdoba y Alvaeez be Toledo was a vejy 
distinguished jiian, clean-shaven, and already shaven at that 
early Inmr; he Avas about sixty years of age, ■W'ith a full, pacific, 
and amiable-looking eountcnance, indicative; of tlie calmn('ss 
and benignity of his heart, and so neat, symmetrical, and ide- 
gant in his dress, that In; seemed to be the personification of 
method and order. Although he was really much concerned at 
the accident that had befallen his relative, he exhibited no 
signs of discomposure, and did not fail a single jot in tbc 
mo.st scrupulous courtesy. He bowed very ]«diteJy to 
Augustias, the doctor, and even .slightly to the Galician, 
although Sefiora Barbastro liad not introduced^lmr to l)im ; 
and then, and not till then, he cast a long, paternal, austere. 
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and affectionate glance towards the Captain, as if he were 
iulmoilislling and sympatliising with him at the same time. 

In the meanwhile Dona Teresa, and above all the loqua¬ 
cious llosa, who was careful to address lior mistress repeatedly 
by the disputed titles, informed the coreinonions Marquis of 
all that had occiuTod in the house and in the immediati' 
neighbourhood, from fhe jirevious afternoon when the iirst 
shot was fired imtil that veiy moniont, without omitting to 
mention ]3on .lorge’s repugnance to being waited upon and 
coiidol(‘d with by those who had saved his life. 

As soon as the widow and the Galician had ceased speak¬ 
ing, the Marijuis interrogated Doctor Banebos, who informed 
him of the nature of the (^ 1 ptain’s wounds, and insisted 
U})oii his not being removed to any other place, under ])ain of 
compromising the cure, and possibly risking the patient’s life. 

I'ltiiuately Don Alvaiv) turned towards Augustias with a 
questioning mien, as if enquiring whether she wished to add 
anything to the ac;couiit given by the others j and seeing 
that the young lady had confined herself to making a alight 
iK'gative bow, liis Excidieucy took tliose nasal and laringeal 
jirecautions proper to an orator about to address the Benate 
(the Marquis, it should be stated, was a Senator), and 
.said seiionslyq yet affably ; 

“Gentlemen ! In the midst of the tribulation which 
afflicts us, and avoiding jiolitical considerations concerning 
Ihe, sad events of yesterday, it seems to me that we may 
complain— ” 

“ 1 )on’t you complain; you are not liurt! But w'hen will 
it be my turn to speak f interrupted the choleric Captain. 

“Mevt'r, my dear Joige,” replied the Maiipiis, suavely. 

“ Ij know you too well for it to be, necessary for you to 
(ixj)laiii to nie yotrr positive or negative acts. The account 
given by these ladies is sufficient for me.” 
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The Captain, in whom one had already observed tlie pix) 
found respect, or possible contempt, with which he syste¬ 
matically refniinoti from contradicting his illustrious uncle, 
philosophically folded his arms, fixed his eyes on the coiling, 
and began to hum a patriotic air. 

“ I was saying,” continued the Marquis, “ that gooil has 
followed upon evil The fresh misfortune brought upon 
huuself by my incorrigible and much-belovqd ^relative, Don 
Jorge de Cordoba, iiom no one ordered to engage in yester¬ 
day’s conflict (for he is oii half-pay, and he had already 
rei'.oived many warnings to keep aloof from acts of chivalry) 
is a irfS)tti r to be—or rather, which has been—easily reme- 
dictl, thanks to the heroism of this bravo ycnorita, the 
chai’itable sentiments of the Countesf do Santurce, the 
skill of the worthy doctor in medicine and surgery, Senor 
Sanchez, whose fame has been familiar to me for many years, 
ainl the zeal of this diligent domestic—” 

Here the Galiciau burst into tears. 

“But let us now pass on to the dispositive part,” e,ou- 
tinued the Marquis, in whom the organ of classification and 
demarcation evidently predominated. “Ladies and gentle¬ 
men : Assuming that, in the judgment of science, which in 
tliis Ciise is consonant with common .sense, it Avould be very 
dangerous to I’emoA'^e our inte,re.stiiig j)atient and my iiepheAv, 
Don Jorge de Cordoba, from this hospitable bed, I resign 
myself to his continuing to incommode this peaceful house¬ 
hold until h<i is able to be transferred to his house or mine. 
And, oh, dear nephew, let your generous heart and the illus¬ 
trious name you bear induce you to abandon certain college, 
barrack, turd clul>hou.so habits, which might cause offence 
or anxiety to this honounilde lady and this Avorthy danrsel, 
who, efficaciously secondiMl by tlieir activ<i ^and robust 
domestic, saved you from ilying in the middle of the stiA'ct. 
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Do not reply. You know tkat I always tliink much otci- 
matters before I state my plans, and that I never abandon 
my decision. For the I'est, the Countess and I will have 
some private talk regarding certain insignificant details 
of procedure, which shall give a natural and admissible form 
to wliat will ahvays be at bottom an act of great charity 
on her jjart. And aa^by means of this short discourse, for 
which I did not come prepared, I have explained the different 
aspects aud pfiases of the question, I now refrain from further 
oljservations. I have done.” 

Tlie Captain continued humming his tunc Avith his angry 
eyes fixed so steadily on the ceiling and shining so brightly, 
tliat we scarcely know how it Avas that the ceiling escaped 
catching lire. 

Angnstias and her mother, seeing the enemy tlais routed, 
liad tried tAvo or tlirce times to airost his attention in order 
to calm and console him, but he replied only by rapid and 
pecvisli gestures, very much like tlireats of vengeance, anil 
returning immediately to his patriotic music Avilh a still more 
lively and ardent expression. 

It might be said that he was a lunatic in the presence of 
his keeper, the Mai'quis. 


IX. 

boi'Toii tsANCUKii having retired, the Marquis again solicited 
a fcAV miimtcs’ jniA'ate conversation with the AvidoAV. 

Dona Toi-esa conducted him to her cabinet, situated at the 
opposite end of the room, and as sooji as the two Averc seated 
ilie man of the world commenced by asking for some water 
teuii)ered Avith a little sugar, alleging that it ahvays fatigued 
him to speak twice consecutively, since the three days’ dis- 
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course lie had delivered in the Senate against railroads and 
telegraphs ; but his real object in asking for water was to 
give time to the Avidow to explain who the General and Count 
was, of whom the good nobleman had never heard imtil that 
day—information of the greatest importance, inasmuch as the 
subject of money was about to be discussed. 

The reader can easiij imagine with*Avhat pleasure the iwor 
lady explaimid her <"vs(! at tins first hint Cropj Don Alvaro. 
Hhc I'clated the histun of h.er legal proceedings from begin¬ 
ning to end, Avithout forgetting to recite all the Avords con¬ 
tained in Article 10 of the Conventirn of Vergara, which 
she Ifnd ieaviit by heart; atnl when at last there remained 
nolli'ug more for her to say, and she began to ten herself in 
sign of truce, the Manpiis seized the opportunity, cleared his 
throat, and spok(‘ as follows : 

“ You liavc the ill-luck. Countess, to harbour in your 
dwelling one of tlie most intractable and irreconcilable men 
God ever cast upon the earth. I Avill not say that ho appears 
to me to be quite a demon, but one must be an angel, or love 
and }>ity him as 1 do, to imt up with his imiioitiiienccs, out¬ 
bursts, and follies. It is suiiicieut for you to know that the 
dissipated and by no means timid people Avith whom he 
associates in clubs and cafes are in the habit of calling him 
‘ Captain Spitfire,’ seeing that he becomes very angiy and 
is ready to break anybody’s skull on the slightest proAmeation. 
1 am hound, hoAA'ever, to observe, for your personal tran¬ 
quillity and that of your family, that lie is a man of honour 
iind delicacy, and is not only incapahlc of offending the 
modesty of any lady, but is exee.ssively diffident and shy 
Avheu in tlio society of the, fair sex. I will say more: in spite 
of his perpetual irascibility, he has done no real harm to any¬ 
body but himself ; and as for your humble scryant, you Avill 
liave seen that he treats me with the respect and afl'ection 
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(lu»' to a kind of (ddw brother or second fiitliev. Ilut, not- 
•witlistauding this, I repeat it is impossible to livetvith him, as 
is proved by the eloquent fact that lie being a bachelor, and 1 
.'I widowe.r, and neither of us having any other relative or 
presumptive heirs, he does not inhabit my very roomy house, 
•which of course the silly fellow could do if he so desired, for 
1 must inform you tha* by nature and education I am very 
patient, tolerant, ^and complaisant with persons who respect 
my tastes, hours, habits, ideas, and affections. 

“ This very mildness of disposition on my part is, to all 
appearance, that which makes us disagree in family life, as has 
been proved by divers experiments, for he is (!xas])eratfd ))y 
polite and wiurteous forms, tender and affectionate rc<uu!s, and 
everj’tliing that is not liarsli, rough, strong, and u-ailikiv 
This was j)erha]»sto be ex))ei;ted. lie was brought tiji with¬ 
out a mother, and even ’\vithoul a nurse. His mother di'‘d 
in bringing lihn into tbe world, and his fatlier, not Avisliing 
to be troubled with wet nurses, bongiit a goal—a ^^•ild one a.- 
it hixj) 2 )ened—and so suckled him. The moment die si'rviei's "f 
the goat weri' disjiensedw'ith t)ii; boy wassmit :nvay to ixiai-iliiig 
school, for Ids father, niy poor laotlier Ihiderick, roinmiUcil 
suicide a short time after lie heeauiu a wi(low< r. He ]iad not 
yet any hair on his chin when h“ went to iigld savages in 
-\merica, •whence he returned to Spain to ligure in our sei ci; 
yeare’ civil war. He would now he a genera] if he had not 
always quarrelled with his superiors from tlte moment he 
put on his cadet’s epaulettes; the few promotions and 
aiipointments which he has obtained up to the present time 
have cost him prodigies of valour, and I do uot know liow 
many wounds, as without these he would never have been 
recommended for rewards by his chiefs, -whorvere always his 
eiK^nies on account of the hitter truths he was acciistonied to 
address to them. He Im.s ln'cn sevi'iiteen times under arrest. 
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and f(jui' tiiiuicf a prisoner in different fortresses, and all for 
iiisiiltordiuntion. Ho has never apoloyjised for anything he 
has doi'f ! During peare he 1ms always hm n unemployed, for 
if, in mv^xn iods of politieal favour, T sncoe,edpd in obtaining 
for hii.- a plane in a military estahliahimmt or elsewhere, he 
was invariably sent back home rvithin twe.nty four hours, 
lie has called out two .Ministe.rs ofAVar, and he would 
havo beoTi shot long ago but for niynairo afld*liis indispnt- 
abJi valour. 

N'otwithstanding his lioriihlo conduct, and seeing tha(. 
ho had ga.moied away !iis httle f. nune at the wi"ked (Jasino 
rtei I'.incipe, and that his half-pay was not sufficient to live 
upon eon-dstently wirh his social position. I, about six years 
. h;'.d th(! risky hh ,i of a])jiointing him steward of my 
Jioust hold and estates, lloown into confusion liy the successive 
doath.s of the three last owners (my fatlier and my brothers, 
Al]>iionsu and Henry) and much deteriorated and einitarrassed 
in consequeneo (if tliosc freipumt proprietary change.s. It was 
l’rovidciiC(‘, no doidit, that inspired me with such <‘i daring 
thouglit! Krom tliat day ordiw and prosperity marked my 
affairs ; old ami imfaithful administratoi's lost their posts or 
were siidd''u]y converted into .saints; and in the following 
year my revi'iiucs were doubled, in fact, almost quadrupled, 
owing to the reforms introduced by Don Jorge. AVith regard 
to cattle bre(iding, J am able to say that I now possess the 
best sheep in Aragon. And to perform thests miracles, he has 
ordy to pay an occasional visit on horseback to my estates 
(carrying his sword in his liand like a stick) and to occupy 
liimsclf alxtut an liour a day with the account hooks. He 
receives a salary of thirty thousand reals, and I do not giv(' 
him mor(3, because on the last day of every month he lo,s((# at 
cards w'hatcver remains after paying for his food* and clothes, 
which are his only necessaries of life,. I do not speak of hie. 
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half-pay, bccau.se tliat is always attached for the payment of 
some line ho has incurred for disrespect to the authorities. 

“ To conclude: in spite of all I love and pity him, as I 
should a naughty (jliild. Ifot having any children f)f my 
own, though 1 have been thrice married, and as by the law 
my noble title will devolve on my nephew, I think of 
bequeathing him all my wealth ; of which intention the 
foolish fellow. Ihis not the slightest idea, and, I hope, never 
will liave ; for if he knew it, he wovdd relinquish his post, 
or try to ruin me, so that no one .should think him personally 
interested in my fortune. He believes, no doubt—his belief 
being founded on a])pearances and false nimours—that 1 con¬ 
template leaving iny property to a certain niece of iny third 
wife’s, and I have allowed liim to remain under this ialse 
impression, for the before-mentioned reasons. Fancy, then, 
liis disappointment on the day when ho inherits my nim' 
millions ! What a noise, he woidd make with them in tin- 
world ! I feel positive that within three months lie would 
either be President of the Council of Ministers and Minister 
of War, or else be shot by order of General Narv.aez, who holds 
those posts at tlio present time. My greatest jdoasure would 
have been to see him married, to try if matrimony could 
tame and soften him ; ])ut Jorge is incapable of falling in 
love, and he wbitld not confess it if he did, nor would any 
woman bo able to live with such a hedgehog. Such is our 
famous Captain, impartially drawn ; wlicrefore, I pray you to 
have patience to endure him for a few weeks, relying that 
1 shall not fail to acknowledge what you do for his health 
and life, as if it were done for myself.” 

(.)ii tenminatiug this part of his oration, the Marquis pulled 
oyt and unfolded his pocket-handkerchief, and placed it 
aciuss his forehend, although he was not perspiring. Then 
he refolded it symmetrically, put it back in hi.s coat pocket, 
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drank a few droi>s of water, and, changing his attitude and 
tone, continued: 

“ Let us now speak of certain details, unbecoming, to a 
certain extent, to persons in our position, hut the discussion of 
which is inovitidde. Fatality, Countess, has brought to this 
house a stranger, an unkno^vii, Don Jorge de Cordoba, and will 
prevent him leaving it for six or seven we^iks. You never before 
heard of this man, but he has a relative, a millionaire—and 
you are not rich, as you have just informed me.’ 

“ r am !” ini-(‘rru])ted the widoAv, boldly. 

“ "^'ou arc not! and it is to your honour, seeing that your 
magii.nrjiuuis Imsliaud ruined himself by d(?fending the 
noblest cause—yes, Seiiora, 1 also am something of a 
Carlist.” 

“ If you were Don Carlos himself, I would refuse what 
you wt^re about to ofl’er. Let us speak of something else, 
or close this conversation. I will never accept a stranger’s 
money for fullilliug the duties of a Christian ! ” 

“ TUit, tSefiora, you arc not a physician, or an apothecarj', 
or-” 

“My purse will provide all that your nephew needs. On th<‘. 
numerous occasions when my husband fell wounded, defend¬ 
ing Don Carlos, excepting the last—when no one came to helj) 
him and he bled to death in the middle'of a wood—he was 
succourcid by some peasants of Navarre and Aragon, who 
would accept no r<a;cmpeuse or jiresent. I Avill act the same 
by Don Jorge de Conloba, whatever his family of jiiillionaires 
may wish.” 

“ Neveiiheless, Countess, T cannot permit this,” ohserved 
the Marqiii,', partly pleased, ])artly annoyed. 

“ Wluut you will never bn able to deprive me of is the 
gre.at honour which heaven conferred upon me yesterdaf. 
My dcee.'ised husband once ndated to me that when a mer- 

n 
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cliant vessel or a man-of-Avar discovers a aliipAvreckod roan in 
the. solitude of the sea, and saves him from death, that man is 
received on board Avith royal honoui's, although he bo but a 
humble mariner. The crcAV man the yards, a rich carpet is laid 
over the starboard ladder, ajid the band and drums play the 
lioyal Spanisli March. Do you knoAV Avhy ? Eecause in that 
shipAvrccked maJi tliecrcAV' see a creatuie sentby ProAd<lence ! 
I Avill do tlic ^ame by your nepliew. I AA'ill put all my poor 
fortune as a carpet at his feet, and I Avoidd put millions if 1 
]iad tliem! ” 

“ Madiim,” exclaimed tlio Marquis, visibly Aveeping, " let 
mo kiss your haird.” 

“And. allow me, dear mamma, to proudly embrace you,” 
a<ldod Augustias, Avho had lusard all the conversation from 
the other side of the door. 

Dona Teresa also began to Aveop on finding hci-self so 
applauded and esteemed. And as the Galician, observing 
the others crying, did not Avish to lose the opportunity to shed 
tears Avithout knoAving Avhy, there was so much snivelling, and 
such a shoal of bonediction.s, that Ave had better proceed to tlio 
next chapter, for fear our readers may also go off weeping, 
leaving us with no one whom wo can continue to relate 
this poor story to. 


X. 

“ JoKCE,” said the Manpiis to the Captain, returning to tlu^ 
bedside of the patient, Avith the air of one about to take his 
departure, “ I am going to leave you. The Countess will 
not consent to our paying even the physician and apothecary, 
ko you Avill be here as in the house of your own mother, if 
she were alive. 1 Avill not say anytliing to,you_^of the obU- 
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gation you are under to behave towai'ds these ladies with 
amiability and good-breeding—in accordance with your high- 
minded sentiments, of which I have no doubts, and with the 
examples of urbanity and couiiesy that I have given you— 
for it is the least you can and ought to do out of complaisance 
to persons so good principled and charitable. In the after¬ 
noon 1 will return here, if the (JoUntess will grant me 
]>crmission to do so, and 1 will send you ee^ug clean linen, 
snnie documents that urg( nlly re(pnre your signature, and 
some cigarettes. Tell imt if you want anything else, citluir 
from your house or mine.” 

“7\s*yuu are so good,” replied the Captain, “bring me a 
little cotton wool and a pair of blue spectacles.” 

“ Why 1 ” 

“ The cotton wool to sl.uff in my ears, so that I may not 
hear idle words, and tlie bine s])ectaclcs that no one may read 
in my (^yes tlic atrocious tilings I think.” 

“ Go to the devil!” re]iliod thcMari[uis, unable to presenm 
his gravity. It was the same with Doha Teresa and Augus- 
tias, both of Avhom could not refrain from laughing. 

Thereupon the nobleman took leave, addressing the most 
expressive and affectionate phrases to the ladies, jost as if he 
had knoAvn and been on visiting terms with them for a long 
time. 

“An excellent man!” exclaimed the widow, glancing in 
a sidelong fasliion at the Captain. 

“ A very nice gentleman indeed ! ” said the Galician, 
examining a gold coin Avhich the Manpiis had given her. 

“ A humbug ! ” exclaimed the wounded man, adilressing 
the silent Augustias. “ He is just lilie what the ladies would 
wish aU men to be. Ah ! traitor! How seraphic ! Co^n- 
]>liment-monger ! You magpie ! Yon nun’s Jap-dog ! I 
will not die before I’ve paid you out for the trick you’ve^ 

B 2 
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])layecl me to-day, leaving me in tlie power of my enemies. 
As soon as I am recovered I will leave him and his office, and 
apply for the governorship of a prison, so as to live among 
jwople who will not irritate me with' boasts of honour 
and sensibility. Here, Sefiorita Augustias, will you kindly 
tell me why you are laughing at me ? Have I a monkey’s 
face 

“Wliy, I w,a.-f laughing on thinking how ugly you would 
look in blue spectacles.” 

“ lletter and better ! In that case you will be delivered 
from the danger of falling in love with me,’’ replied the 
Oujitain, furiously. 

Augustias burst out laughing, l)oua Teresa turned i)ale,, 
and the. Galician broke, fortli, speaking with the velocity 
ten words t(j a second : 

■‘My young mistress is not used .to falling in love with 
anyone. Since I’ve had this jdaco she has refused an aj)o- 
tlieeary in the Calle Mayor, who keeps his ('arriage, and the 
lawyer who is conducting the Sefiora’s action, and ho is a 
millionaire, though scarcely older than you, and thrw. or four 
othci's.” 

“ Hold your tongue,” said the mother, in a melancholy tone. 
“ Do you not know that the Captain’s exprc.ssions are mew) 
Powers of .speech. Happily, his uncle has explained to me 
iill that w.as impoiiant to know in regard to tlu! hiimoiir.s of 
(nir very amiable gu(‘st. I am gla<l, then, to .see him in siicli 
a good temper; and would that my feeling of fatigue per¬ 
mitted me to joke also.” 

The Captain looked a little embarrassed, a.s if he were 
meditating some excuse or satisfaction to offer to the motlier 
and daughter. But he only said, with the voice and coun¬ 
tenance of an angry child coming to rciison, 

“ Augustias, when this wretched leg don.s not pain me 
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(luite so much we will have a game at cards together. Will 
that suit you 1 ” 

“ It will indeed be a signal honour for me,” replied the 
young lady, giving him his medicine. 

Doll Jorge looked at her, and smiled amicably for the first 
time in his life. 

To conversations and disputes of this kind a fortnight or 
thr weeks laisscd away, and the Captain Was progressing 
fav nirably. Only a small scar vomaineu on his forehead, 
aitu the leg bone was knitting il -.e*f together. 

“Tliis man’s flesh is like a dog’s,” the member of the 
faculty was in the habit of saying. 

“ Thanks, old sawbones,” replied the Captain, in a tone 
of atfcctiouate frankness. 

Doiia Teresa and her guest were also beginning to feed 
much affection for one another, altliough they were always 
quarrelling. Don Jorge daily expressed an opinion tli.it she 
■would be unsuccessful in her higal proceedings, which occii* 
sinned the widow much uneasiness; but immediately after- 
wanls he invited her to sit down at his bedside, and told 
her that during the civil war he hud often heard of the 
partisiin Jlarbastro, although not with the title of Ceneral 
or Count, as one of the most valiant an<l distinguished of 
Carlist chiefs, pos.s((ssed of most humane and noble seiiti- 
meiits. lint wlien lie saw her sad and taciturn, he was 
careful not to )<ike with her about the law-suit, and called 
her by her title, which at once pleased and cheered her; or 
he sung to her some of the popular songs of Aragon, in 
which inovince he v as born, melodies that recalled to her 
her eourtshij) by the deceased Carlist, and excited her en¬ 
thusiasm, makuig her weep and laugh at the same time. 

Thfs amiability on the part of the Captain, .ind especially 
the Aragonese songs; weri^ the inotlLer’s exclusive privilegi^ 
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for ac! soon as Augustias approached the alcove in which the 
Ca])tiiin’.s hed was situated, .they ceased completely, and the 
invalid jmt on the face of a Turk. He seemed to have 
a deadly hatred for the beautiful damsel, perhaps for tlic 
reason that he n(sver succeeded* in inducing her to dispute 
■with him, or saw he?’ out of temper, or take seriously the. 
atrocious things he was always uttering, or abandon her air 
of somewhat Isiahbirmg serenity, which th<i invalid called 
coirstaut iusidt. It was observed, however, that when Au¬ 
gustias was late in coming to say, “Good morning,” the 
wicked Don Jorge asked a hundred times, in his tenible 
way: . 

“And where is she? Doha Nausea? That lazy young 
womau? Is her ladyshi]) still asleep) ? Why did she permit 
you t(? got up so early, and wiry luis she not brought mo my 
chocolat(( ? . Perhajrs she is ill, the young Princess de 
Sanlurce ?” 

These wore his wonls when he addressed tire mother; Init 
he was more furious -whcui he S])oke to the, servant. 

“Hearken and obey, you monstrous Galician. Tell your 
insuflerablc young mistress that it is eight o’clock and 1 am 
hungry. Tell her she need not come dressed uj) so primly 
and elegantly—say 1 detest her in ‘'.very ])ossibl(! way, and 
with all my five senses. And, finally, that if she does not 
coJne soon, I will not i)lay cards rvith hei'.” 

This game of cards was a comedy, and almost a daily 
drama. The Captain playeil Iretter than Augustias, hut .«hc 
had mori! luck, and the game generally concluded by the 
spoilt child of forty throwing the cards up to the ceiliirg 
or on Lo the iloor ; for he could not endure the gracious calm- 
nessiwith wliich the youug lady always spoke to him. 
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XI. 

Things were at tliis point wlien oiio beautiful spring morn¬ 
ing Don Jorgo and liis charming enemy exchanged gravfi 
Avoids n})on the (piostien wliether tluMviiidow of the alcove 
in which the bed Av.is sitnateil should hi- opened or not. 

7'/<c Captain.--'■ You Avill drive me mad, n?ver contradict¬ 
ing me, or being annoyed Avlion 1 talk nonsense. You desjuse 
nn . If you Avere, a man, Fm sine we sh- uld come to blows.” 

A>ajaxtia >-.—'“If I Avf've, a man 1 should laugh at all your 
humours the .same as 1 do being a Avomaii; ipnl yet AVe 
should he. very good friends.” 

The Captain. —“ Friends—you and I ? Imjiossihh' ! You 
have the. confounded gift of overAvhelming and exasjierating 
mi' with your jirudence. I should never hi* a friend of yours, 
hut your slave ; and in order not to he, so, 1 shoidd propose, 
if you were only a man, that Ave .should figlit till death, like 
enemies as avc are. Since, however, as you are a girl -” 

Aiaju^tidts .—“fio on, ])r<iy. Do not be sparing of your 
gallantries.” 

The. Captain. —“Yes, Seilorita, I AV'ill .speak to you Avith all 
frankness. I have always had an instinctive aversion to 
women, the natuml enemies of the power and dignity of 
men, as proved by Eve, Armida, that other creature Avho cut 
off Samson’s hair, and many others cited by my uncle. Hut 
if there is anything that terrifies mo more than a woman, it 
is a young lady, and above all one of those innocent and jiro- 
fessfu ii.y sensible young ladies Avith dove’s eyes and ro.sy lips^ 
the form of a serpe.nt of Paradise, and the face of an enchanting 
siren, Avith lily-Avhite hands that conceal the claws of a t/ger, 
and crocodile’s tears, capable of deceiving and luiningall the 
saints of heaven. So my constant ylan is to flee from siicrl 
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folks as you. For, tell lue, what weapons has a ipan like 
to use a^jainst a tyrant of twenty summers, whose stren^ffl-' 
consists in licr own weakness. Is it decorously possible to 
strike a woman ? Ily no means. In this case, then, what 
course is open to him when he knows tliat a certain pretty 
and neat, but silly girl dominates and rules him?” 

Awjiidi<(s. —“Do as I do when you condescend to say 
the.se atrocious things to me. Listen to them and smile. 
For you must liavc observed I am not of a tearful tem])er, 
which remlers your saying about crocodile’s teal's perfectly 
sujtei'lluous, so far as it w'as intended to apply to a person 
like me.” 

Tha Cdptdtn. - “ You know how to wound, I see. That 
reply of yours must have been jn-omidod by Lucifer. Smile ! 
Laugh at me, you mean. 'I’liat is wh.'it you are continually 
lining. When you i>ierceil me with that now jioniard, I 
Saul lo myself that of all the damsels I ever feared meeting 
on this earth you were the most terrible, the most odiou.s, to 
a man of my temper. 1 never feel so angry as when you 
smile at my outbursts. It seems to me as if you douliii'd 
my courage, the sincerity of my feelings, the energy of my 
character.” 

Anr/mtla.i. —“ Then now hearken to me, and believe tliat 
I am .speaking the truth. I have known many men ; some 
have asked me in niamage, hut I’ve not been in love with 
any yet. But if, in the course of time, I were to become 
enamoured of a man, the object of my adoration would be 
some wild Indian like you. You have a spirit that would 
just suit mine.” 

TJiti Captain. —“ Oh, confound you ! Here, Countess, call 
yotir daughter away, and tell her not to make my blood boil! 
Really, wo bad better not play at cards any more. I know I 
am not equal to you. ^ Some nights I am unable to sleep, 
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fehiiiking of oiir altercations, tlic hard things you oblige mo 
to say to you, the irritating banter with wliich you reply, and 
the impossibility of our living in peace, in spite of my being 
so complaisant to the household. You would haA'c done me 
better service if you had let me die in the middle of the 
street. It is very sad to dislike, or not to b(i able to bear 
with the p(!rson who lias saved one’.s hfe by exposing her own. 
Fortunately, I sbai! soon be able to use my leg, and I will 
go to my little roo)u in the Calle de Tudescos, my serajdiic 
relative’s office, and my favourite club, ami so end this mar- 
tv! loiii, to which you have comlomned me by your angelic 
fill',.:, •fiinii, and acts, your demoniacal coldness, banter, and 
laugiiter. \V('. shall see one another only for i few days 
longer. 1 will ari’auge some w'ay of keeping up your 
mammti’s aciiuaiutanco by seeing her occasionally at my 
uncle’s, or by (sirrespoudence,, or appointing to meet bet 
alone at some clnirch or other. Hut as for you, I will never 
come near you until I bear you are married. What do I 
say ? Then, less than ever. In short, leave me in iJcacc, Oi' 
put corrosive sublimate into my chocolate to-morrow.” 

Thi' day on wliich Don Jorge uttered these words, Augus- 
tias (lid not smile, but looked grave and .sad. 

The Captain observed it, and hurriedly smothered bis face 
under the <{uilt, murmuring to himself: 

“ I was wrong to say 1 would play no more. But I can¬ 
not recall my words; it would bo a dishonour to me. 
What does it matter 1 Swallow the bitter dose. Captain. 
Men ought to be men.” 

Augustias, who had already left the alcove, was unaware 
of the sadness and ropcutancc that were expressed under the 
bedclothes. 
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XII. 

Anotiieu fortniglit passed away without anytluiig particular 
hap])oi)ing, and the day at le.ngth arrived when our hero was 
peril)ittod to leave his hod, although with iioremptory nnler.s 
not to iiiovo oil' his clujir, and to kc(>p his had leg o.vteiided 
on anotlier. Knowing this, the Manpiis, who had not failed 
any single niorhing to visit I^on Jorge, or rather his ador- 
ahlc nurses, ivith whom he got on bettor than with his rough 
and impetuous nephew, sent the latter a niagnitie.ent invalid 
chair, which In; had had expressly made for the oc(’i<sio]i. 
I'his luxurious article of furniture was a masterpiece., inve.nted 
and supervised by the aristocrat himself ; it was furnished 
with large wheels, rvliich facilitated the invalid’s pa.^sage 
from one place to another, and with numerous springs, by 
means of which it (tould bo transformed into a camp bedstead 
or a reclining cliair, with a support on which the injured leg 
might be extended. There were also a little table, a desk, a 
looking-glass, and other conveniences, all admirably arranged. 

The Marquis sent the ladies some beautiful llowers, as was 
his daily jiractice, accompanying them on this extraordinary 
occasion with a ba.sket of confectionery and a dozmi bottles of 
eb!nii]>iigue--tbc latter to celebrate the improvement in tlieir 
guest’s health, lie, iiiereover,gavo a. uiagiiiiieeut wab-h to the 
doctor and tweiity-tive duros to the servant; and a most 
lui]i|iy day was passed, although the estimalile widow seemed 
to he gctling weaker in health. 

The three women disputed as to who should have the 
supreme liapiiiiiess of promenading tlie choleric Captain in 
his new e.h.nr; they drank champagne and ate sweets, in 
whiph iiroceeiliiig even the repr-esentative of medicine joined. 
The ;Mar(tuis made a long speech in favour of the institution 
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of matrimony, ami Don Jorge hims<>lf deigned to laugh twice 
or tlu'ice, making a butt of liis most patient uncle, and after¬ 
wards sang in jniblie—that is, in Augustias’s presences—a fisw 
couplets of an Aragonese song. 

The trutli is that sincse. the ecslebrated discussion on the 
fair sex, the Ca]itain liad .soinewliat changed, if not in style 
oi’ manners, at least hi temper—and* who knows but in iileas 
and sentinu'nts? It was evident that 2 '‘'tticoal.s inspired 
him Avith less teiTor than previously, and they liad all 
oliserved that the, enniidence and kimhiess wliicli the widow 
!e'',eived from him were no'v oxtenoed to Angustias. Ho 
eevtAuly (Huitinued to e.all l:er liLs inoit.al (memy, more from 
j\)agonese obstinacy than anything els(>, and to .speak to her 
with ajijianmt .lerimony, in a loud tone, as if he wore giving 
tlie word of command ; hut Ids eye.s folhnved lier about and 
wore lixed on Inumvith nisjuict, and if by chance they fell on 
tlm young lady’s ]iah\ face, more grave and .sad from that day, 
they seemed anxious to enqnm.' tlio cause of her melancholy. 
On lier jinrt, Angustias ceas('d to j)i-ovoke the <Jai>tain, and 
no longer smiled avhon she, saw 1dm getting angry. She 
waited on him in .sihaice, .ind .silently endured his expressions 
of disidciisure, more or Ic.s.s ])iUer and sincere, until at la,'it 
lit' too became grave, ami sad, and .asked her avith the nuiadn 
of a good ciiild : 

“ ’IVhat is the matter ? Are you offended with me ? Are 
you beginning to pay me pack the hatred of which 1 liaveso 
often sjioken to yon ? ” 

“Let us leave olf .such follies, Captain. Wo have indulged 
in too much nonsc.nse already.” 

“Then you are going to withdraav from tlie conte.st.” 

“Withdraw?” 

“ Yon knoAV what I mean. Do you not recollect the? day 
yon called me a wild Indian ?" 
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“ And I do not repent of it. ^|But enough of such absur¬ 
dities, and goo<l-bye tiU to-mon-ow.” 

“ Are you going 1 Tliat’s not the word. You are fleeing.” 
“ As you like,” replied Augustias, shrugging her shoulders. 
“ But in any case I certainly am about to retire.” 

“ And what am I to do here all the blessed night ? Do 
you not see it is only se#'en o’clock ? ” ■ 

“I can’t help ^lat. You can pray, or go to sleep, or talk 
to mamma, t have to arrange my poor father’.s papers. 
Why not ask Eosa for a pack of cards and play ‘ patience ’ 
by younself ? ” 

“ Tell me the tnith,” exclaimed the impenitent baolielor 
one day, devouring with his eyes his enemy’s white an<l 
dimpled hands. “Do you owe me a grudge, because we have 
never playeilat cards since that morning 1 ” 

“ Quito the contrary; I am very glad we have given uji 
that foUy,” replied Augustias, hiding her hands in tlie 
pockets of her gown. 

“ Then wha£(iver is it you want 1 ” 

“ I want nothing, Senor Don Jorge.” 

“ Why do you not call me (Japtiiin Spitfire 1 ” 

“ Because I know you do not merit that name.” 

“ Indeed! Now we are returning to suavities and 
eulogiinus. How do you know what 1 am at the bottom 1 ” 

“ I know you are a jioor man with a very good heart, on 
which jmu have put a padlock and chain, I do not know 
whether from j)ride or from fear of your own sensibility. I 
admired you when I saw you fighting on the afternoon of the 
L'Gth of March, but I admired you much more when I heard 
you sing an Aragonese song, in spite of your jiains, to divert 
and amuse my poor mother.” 

“ffhat’s it Scoffing now at my bad voice ! ” 

V Good gracious ! What a man you are! I am not scoffing 
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at you. Neither do you deserve it. On the coiitmry, 1 liuvi'. 
blessed you, and been on the point of weeping, every time I 
h;ive heard you sing those verses.” 

“ Tears ! Worse and woi’so ! Ah! Seuorita, one has to 
bo on his gixard against you. You have made me say alisurd 
tilings, unbecoming a man of strong character, only to laugli 
at me, and declare yourself avenged, ^fortunately, I need no 
warning, and as soon iis I liml myself likely to fall into your 
nets, I will run off with my broken leg, and nflt stop until I 
roach Pekin. You are what is called a coiiuctte.” 

“ You are a wretched man.” 

“ AIJ the lietter for mo.” 

“ .111 unjust man, a savage, a fool.” 

“ (.io on ! 1 like tliat. .4t last, we shall have a quarrel.” 

“An unfortunate man ! ” 

“ J*y no means.” 

“Well, you need never thank me for what I’ve done for 
you. Put, above till, do mo tlio favour not to .speak to me. 
in this way again.” 

So spoke Augustias, and she turned her back on him, really 
tinnoyed. 

The inqiortiuit point which these two beings had been 
unconsciously discussing from the day they fir-st saw one 
another was still obscure and involved, but very short.ly it was 
to u])pear clearer than water. 


XlTl. 

Tue happy and joyful day when the choleric Ctiplain first 
ro.se from his bed of sickne&s was to have ii rather lugubrious 
and lamentable conclusion, ii very common thing in real life, 
as we philosophically remarked in a former eliaptcr. 
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It was getting dusk. The doctor and the Marquis had left, 
and Augustias and Ilosa had gone to pray at church, when 
the Captain, who was agam in bed, heard the street-bell ring, 
and Doha Tenjsa open the window and ask, “Who is it?”— 
and thou opening the door say, “ How could I imagine you 
would come at this time 1 Come this way.” A man’s voice 
wju) then lieard replying, “ I am very sorry, Hefvova.” 

Tlie two withdrew to one of tiie inner I’ooms, and tljo rest 
of the convetsation was lost in the; distance, all remaining 
quiet for a few minutes, when steps woj'c again lieard, and 
the same man’s voice saying, as if taking leave, “I am veiy 
ha]ipytohea] you are bettea',” to which Dona Teresa j'oplied, 
“You nee^l nut trouble yonraelf ” : after which tlie door was 
again opened and closed, and profouuu ailenc<; reigned in the 
house, 

Th(! Captain divin<‘d that sonuithing disagreeable laid 
occun'ed, and lie even hoped that the widow w'ould come aiid 
apprize him of it, but as she did not do so, he inf'urcd that 
the matter was a domestic secret, and abstained from calling 
to her, although he thought ho hoard her sighing in the 
luvU. 

Thorp was another knock at the door, and I>ur]:i, Teresa 
opened it instantly, which proved tiiat .she laid not moved a 
step since the visitor departisd ; and then Augustias was beard 
to say: 

“ Why were you waiting for us with the latch in your 
band, mamma 1 What is the matter? Wliy are you weeping? 
Wliy don’t you reply ? Are you ill, dear mother ? Ilosa, go 
and fetch Doctor Sanchez. Poor mamma is dying. Help 
me to cany her to the sofa. Don’t you see she is fainting. 
Poor dear mamma! What is the matter with you that you 
Cipnot walk ? ” 

Don JoTgh then saw Dona Teresa brought into the sitting- 
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room Hupported on tlic arms of her daughter and servant, 
lull head drooping on her chest. Augustias, on roniomhering 
the ])res(!ncc of the Captain, uttered a loud cry, and said to 
him. 

“ Whatever have, you doue to niy mother?” 

“]So, no! he knows nothing,'’ the immlid hastened to say 
in a kind tone. “ t turned ill all one, sudden. It will go 
oil'.” 

The Captain TK;ciime I'od with indignation. “You hoar 
wliat youj' mamma .say-,” In; remarked at last, bitterly. “ You 
have calumTiiated mo 1 No ; it i.s 1 who- liavc calumniated 
myself •over .^iiic.e I h:r ■ lun’i'. 1 I'-el { deserve the 

iiiju;'! ICO yoi! do m :. 1 teia'yC-ves;!. i'm’t m’MI that ungrateful 
cr>;.'..; oi' . and leJI me. that you uo. ijuito well, or I will break 
! . 1 ^!; ir. Di’leiij, where 1 iuu bound by pain and crucified 
l)y my ouciny.’' 

Ill tlie meaiiwiiili- lJu, widow was placed on the sofa, and 
Jiosa cro.ssed the .street in search of a doctor. 

“ T liojic you will pardon mo, Captain,” said Augustias. 

Consider it is my mother, and that 1 found her dying, 
and away from you—although it was at your side that I left 
her a nuartcv of au hour ago. Has an 5 mne been during my 
ab.scnee ? ” 

The Captain ^v!ls about to answer in tlic affirmative, when 
Dona Terc.sa hasliJy replied ; 

“ No; no one. it i.s true, is it not, Honor Don Jorge ? I am 
afraid it is my ncrvo.s. I am getting old. It is nothing more 
than that, and 1 am now unite well, dear.” 

Doctor S<ancb(‘.r, airived, and after feeling the pulse of tin; 
widow wliom he had hdt so happy half .an hour before, and 
in .apparently a good state of health, said ,slie must go to 
bed at once, ami k(?e]) her room for some time, until, ^n 
fae.t, the serious nervous disorder she was suffering froVi 
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should cease. Then he explained privately to Augustias and 
Don Jorge that the widow’s heart was affected, of whieli he 
had complete evidence when he felt her pulse on the after¬ 
noon of the 26th of March; and that such affections, 
although they were not easy to cure, might he kept under for 
a long time hy dint of rejwse, comfort, cheerfulness, good diet, 
and I don’t know hoftr many other luxuries—the principal 
base of whic\i is—money. 

“ He 26th of March ! ” exclaimed the Captain. This 
means that I am the guilty cause of all that has occurred.” 

“I am the cause of all this,” said Augnstias, as if speaking 
to herself. 

“ Do nbt ti'oublc yourselves about the cause of the causes,” 
said the doctor, sadly. “ To he guilty, there must he a had 
intention ; and you are both inaipahlc of having wished to 
harm Dofia Teresa.” 

'Jlic pardoned couple looked at one another with an 
expression of anxiety, and then both said at the same 
moment: 

“ We must save her! ” 

Tliis was the first step towards coming to an under¬ 
standing. 


XIV. 

As soon as the doctor left, it was decided, after a long dis¬ 
cussion, to place the widow’s bed in a recess that there was 
in a corner of the drawing-room opposite the alcove occupied 
hy Don Jorge. 

“ By this means,” said the prudent Augustjas, “ the two 
invalids will be able to sec and talk to one another, and it 
will he easy for Kosa or me to wait upon them both fi’om the 
/imving-roomi” ; 
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On that uight'it was Augwstias’s turn to sit up, and 
iiolhing particular occurred. Dofia Teresa felt much ciisier 
towards daylight, and slept for about an hour. Tlie doctor 
on calling found her much relieved, and as she seemed still to 
improve, Augustias, yielding to her mother's tender supidica- 
tions and the Captain’s imperious commands, retired to her 
room the next night at two o’clock, and Kosa remained as 
nurse, seated in the same chair, and in tlie same posture and- 
snoring as louiUy as when she attended Don Jorge on the 
night lie was wounded. 

It was about half-past throe in the morning when our 
cji]>tiMus hero heaid Dona Teresa breathing very laboriously, 
and (.allitig him in a low and choking voice. 

“Are you calling mc?”^<iaked Don Jorge, dissimulating 
his anxiety. 

“Yes, Captain," rejiliod the invalid “Awake Rosa 
carefully, so that my tlaugliter shall not hear. I can’t raise 
iny voic(! higher.” 

“ But what is tluj matter 1 Arc you ill ? ” 

“ Very ill, and I want to speak to you alone before djing. 
Cet Rosa to put you in the large chair, and wheel you here. 
Rut ho careful not to awake my poor Augustias." 

Tlic Captain punctiliously did Avhat Dona Teresa had told 
him, and in a few imstauts was at her side. The i>oor Avidow 
was in a high fever, and was almost suflbeated through the 
difficulty of breathing. On her livid face was impressed the 
indelible stamp of approaching death. The Captain was 
terrified for the first time in his life. 

“ Leave us, Rosa; but do not Avake my daughter. God 
will let me live until the moniing, and then I will hid her 
good-bye. listen, Captain; I am dying.’’ 

“Why do you say thatl’’ replied Don «R)rge, press;ig 
tbo invalid’s huniing hand. “ l^bi? is only a nervous 
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attack like yesterday’s. And, besides, I don’t want you w 
die.” 

“ But I am dyiu", Captain. I know it. It were useless 
to call tlie doctor. It is a confessor I want now. But that 
would frighten my juior daughter; so w(5 will wait till we 
have fini.shed speaking. T want to speak to you without 
witne.ssos.” ' 

“Well, wc gio alone now. If you were to ask me to spill 
every dro]> of the poor blood W'ith which I entered your 
lionse, and all tie.' rich blood which 1 have acquired in it, 1 
would d(i so with pleasure.” 

“ I know' it, I know' it, my dear friend. You fire very l.onour- 
able and love us. But, Captain, you must know .all. 
Yesterday afternoon uiy solicitoi- came, an<l said my a]i])lica- 
tion for a i>ension as a gemwal’s'w'idow rvas refused.” 

“The deuce ! And for this trifle you are making yourself 
ill. The government have refused my applications a hunduid 
times.” 

“ I am neither a Countess, nor the w'idow of a general,’' 
continued the widow', “Y^ou were (ptite right when you re¬ 
fused to address me by those titles.” 

“Better and hotter. And 1 am neither a general Jior a 
Marquis, yet my grandfather was both. »So w'e are e<]nal.” 

“ Yes, but I am also completely mined. My family lost 
all the property they pos.sessed in .supporting the cause of 
Don Carlos. Up to now, I have been living on the pmceeds 
of my jewels, and a w'eck ago I sold the last, a beautiful 
pearl necklace. It pains me to speak to you of these matters.’ 

“ Speak, Sefioi-a, speak. I have been in pecuniary' difiicul- 
ties also. If you only knew w'hat straits I have been in 
through the money I have lost at cards.” 

A'But for my loss there is no remedy. All my means of 
yly'clihfwd and my daughter’s future depended on the result 
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of my petition. If it liad been granted, sbe would have 
succeeded to the ])ens!ou on niy death. Now, the jwor dear 
has neither future nor present, and not even .sufficient money 
to bury mo For the lawyer, whose pride wius wounded .at 
lieing refused by my daughter, .sent me his bill of costs kst 
tiig'ht. at the .s.).mo time .as he forwarded t.hc unh.appy intelli- 
gfuce, biaiig no doubt de.sirous of augi«enting our misfortune, 
^.i Older to bond the will of Augnsti:i.s and Icr to many 

him, I'he solicitor also iwonght me lu.s account aud behaved 
ViM'v cruidly to me, spe.aking of insolveiiey and "f i-.'-uing an 
e'cccntiun, and 1 krunv m>l what. ei.-.e, that 1 wais (piit.o buside 
uiy.M !*'. and ii.iiei'Ml him ail that remiuinal ui' the proceeds of 
i.iv I ■td-i-.e—in i.rlmi woid-s my last penny, luv* last jneee 
• .!'(iin-(d . i.'oii T-queiiily, August!:i.s i.s now a.s poor .as tho.s{( 
uuhnpjiy cre.itures who ])e.g from door to door. And she does 
not know it. but i.v sle.eping trainpiilly at this moment. How, 
tiien, c;ui I hel]> dying { The avonder is that I did not die 
Ia,..t night.” 

“ r>ut you are nut going to die for such a small matter as 
tin,';," rcjilitrl the (iajitain, in a deadly state of perspiration. 
“ Voii have lionc ipiite rigiit to speak to me, fSefiora. I 
will sacrilicc nnself lo jiei.ticoats. When I am recovered, 
irustoad of going to niy own liou.se, I will have all my things 
lu’ought here, my atiu- and my dogs, and we will live to¬ 
gether till the end of time.” 

“Togetlier ! ” replied the widow, mournfully. “But did 
you not hear me say 1 am dying ? ' Do you not see it t Do 
you tliink I should have spoken to yon of my troubles, had 
I not been certain that within a few hours I should be dead?” 

“ Then, Senora, what is it you want with me ?” askeri the 
horrified Don Jorge. “ You would, not, I know, go through 
the fatigue you are now undergoing in order to^confer on .Vie 
the honour and pleasure of asking my uncle for that po v 
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metaJ—maoey; for you must feeJ certain that, osteemin- 
you both as wo Uo, an4 you kno^ving us as I believe you do” 
irioney will never fail you while either of us live. Therefore, 
there is some other thing you wish me to do j rand I beg of 
you, before saying another word, to think of ithe solomnity of 
the occasion, and not to hesitate in making your request.” 

“ I do not understai^d what you mean ; nor do I know that 
I liavc anytliing to ask of you,” replied Dofia Teresa, witli 
the sincerity of a saint. “ Hut put yourself in my place. I 
am a mother and adore my daughter. I am about to leave 
licr alone in the Avorld. I do not sec at my side at the-hour 
of death, nor hav(‘ I on the face of the earth, any friend to 
whose, cave I can commend lior, excepting you, who, in the 
midst of all, show your kindness. Still I do not see in what 
way you can be of service to her. Money of itself is some¬ 
thing cold, repugnant, almost horrible. Yet it wei'e more 
horrible still for my poor Auguslias to be obliged to gain her 
living with her needle, or to go out to nurse, or to beg fo • 
alms. You will excuse me then, Captain, when, feeling the 
approach of death, I called you to say good-bye to yon, and 
now Mfitli clasped hands and weeping for the last time, I say 
to you on the brink of the grave—Captain, he a guardian, a 
father, a brother, to my poor orphan. Protect her! aid her ! 
Do not let her die of hunger or despair. Do not let her be 
alone in the world. Imagine that to-day a daughter is born 
to you.” 

“ By the grace of God ! ” exclaimed Don Jorge, striking an 
arm of his chair, “ I will do all that you ask for Augustias 
and much more. But I’ve just had a cmel time of it; I 
thought you were goinj, to ask me to maivy the girl.” 

“ SeBor Don Jorge de Cordoba, no mother would ask that, 
ner wmdd Augustias tolerate my di.sposing of her noble 
^'tid valorous heart,” said Dofia Temsa witli such dignity 
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tliat the Captain was almost petrified ^ with fear, Tlie 
poor man ultimately reoovoml Ium8c4f, ai4' said, with the 
mimility of an affectionate son, ajul kissing ilie dying w.oman’s 
naiuls: 

“ Pardon me, SeSora, I am a lunatic, a monster, an ill- 
hrod fellow, who does not know how to express himself. 
It has never been my wish to offend eitlier yon or Augns- 
tias. All that I loyally desire to tell you is tiwit if I were 
to marry your iMjautiful daugliter, who is a perfect model of 
virtue, 1 should inevitably make her life unhappy. I was 
not lK)m for love, or to be loved, nor to live iu company with 
a wife, 1 !' r to have chiltlren, nor for anything sweet, tender, 
or affeeti< iifite, T am as indejiendeat as a savage, oi» a Mold 
animal, and the yoke of matrimony would humiliate me, 
would render mo dosjierate. Pesidcs, Augustias does not 
love me, nor do I merit her love; and it is i-cally not worth 
while speaking of the matter. Yet do me the favoui’ to 
believe, by this first tear I have shed since 1 was a man, and 
by these kis.ses, that whatever I am able to effect in this world, 
as well as all niy solicitude, shall bo for Augustias, whom I 
esteem and like and love, and to whom 1 owe my life and 
perhaps my future salvation. I swear it by this sacred 
medallion which my mother always wore round her neck. 1 

sweai' it by-, but you do not hear me; you do not reply; 

you do not look at me. Sefiora, arc you worse ? Oh, my 
God, she is dying, and I am ])owerle8S to move. Kosa! 
Kosa ! water! vinegar ! a confessor! a craeifix ! and I will 
o,oinm(!ud her soul to Heaven as best I can. Ah ! here is 
»my medallion. Most holy Vii-gin, receive in thy miinted 
Imsom niy second mother! For I am now a new man. Poor 
Augustias! pttor me! This is what hunting down rebels 
has brought me to.” 

Dofia Teresa was dead. She died just at the time She felt 
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the Captain’s tears falling on her hands, which he was kissing, 
and a smile of supremo felicity rested on the half-opened lips 
of the corpse. 

Augustias was awakened by the Captain’s terrified cries, 
wldeh were followed by doleful groans on the part of the 
servant. She partty dressed herself, and with a feeling of 
alarm ran kriier mother’s room. Hut; she found the doorway 
blocked by J)on Jorge’s cliair, and was prevented from enter¬ 
ing by the Cai)tain, who said, with outstretched arms and 
with his eyes almost starting from their socktits, 

“Do not go in, Augustias. Do not, or J .shall get up, 
although it may kill me.” 

“ My poor mother! my poor dear mother! Lot me see 
my mother,” cried the unhappy creature, .struggling for 
entrance. 

“ Augustias, in God’s name, do not enter the room now. 
W{! will soon go in together. Leave her who has suflered so 
much a little moment.” 

“My mother is dead!” exclaimed Augustias, falling on 
her knees by the Captain’s chair. 

“My ]) 00 r daughter I Weep with me as long as you like,” 
roi)lied Don Jorge, drawing the j)oor orphan’.s head towards 
his breast, and stroking her Iniir with his other hand. “Wee]) 
with him who never wei)t until to-day, and who weeps for 
thee and for her!” 

Such emotion in a man like the Captain was so extra¬ 
ordinary, that Augustia.s, in the midst of her great griel^ 
signified her appreciation and gratitude by placing her hand 
upon. Ids heart. 

And in this embrace these two beings, whom felicity would 
never have made friends, remained for some minutes. 
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XV. 

At cloven o’clock on a sjilcndid inonuii^,' in the nioiitli of 
Jlowoi'.«, a fortnight after Dona Teresa’s funeral, our friend 
the Caj)tain was pacing quickly up and#dowu the princijial 
room of the deceased’s house, supported on tvyo handsome 
crutches of ebony and silver, a ijroscnt from the Mar(i[uis : 
and, although the convalescent was there alone, and no one 
was in cither the cabinet or tie*, alcove, he spoke, from time 
to time lialf aloud in his usual vehement tone ; 

“There, is no remedy. It is oidy too evulcnt. I am walk¬ 
ing i)erfeetly. And I think I siiould walk bettor without 
these confounded sticks. I could easily walk to my house.” 

Here he drew a long breath, as if .sighing, and, changing 
his torn!, murmured: 

“ Could ! I .said could ! "What use is it being able? 
Formerly, I used to think a man could do whatever he liked, 
hut now I see he cannot even like what pleases him. Women 
again! Wisely have I feared them from my birth. But your 
precaution was useless, father, when you had me suckled by 
a goat. At the end of all these years, I have fallen into the 
hands of tlio.so assassins who caused 3 'ou to kill youmclf. 
But I will escap(i, though T leave! my heart in their 
clutches!” 

He the.n looked at his watch, sighed again, and said verj' 
quietly: 

“A quarter p,ist eleven, .'ind 1 Iiave not yet seen her, 
although I have been up since six. What a happy time that 
Was when she bromght me my chocolate and wo played cards 
together. Now, whenever I call, the Galician comes. May' 
that ‘worthy domestic,’ as my fool of an uncle calls lier, he 
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(lamuetl. It will soon be noon, and I shall bo told luncheon 
is ready. 1 shall then go to the dining room, Avhere I sliall 
lind a statue in mourning, who neither speaks, nor laughs, 
nor weeps, nor eats, nor drinks, nor knoAvs of anything taking 
place, nor of Avhat her mother related to me on that night. 
The jiroud being thinks she is in her owm house, and has n<' 
otlxT anxiety than to sec me get Avel), ui'd be off, so that my 
company s^fdl not Ioavcj' her in people’s opinion. Unhappy 
creature! IIoav can I tell her the truth ? How can I say 
that her mother did not hand me any money, that AvliatcA’cr 
has been spent hei’c during the. last fortnight has conu*. out 
of my pocket! 1 AA'ill die before 1 tell her that. But hoAv 
to contimie thus imletiuitely Avithout rendering her true or 
feigned accounts!” 

Don Jorge was still occupied Avith these thoughts when a 
knock Ava-s heard at the door, followed by Augustias, saying, 
“ May 1 come in t ” 

“ Of course,” cried the delighted Caphiin, running to open 
the door, and forgetting all his fear.'- am.} reflections. “ It Ava.« 
quite time you came to ])ay mo a A'isit as of old. Shall Ace. 
haA'e a game at (sards 1 But what is the. matter ? Why do 
you look at me thus! ” 

“Let us sit doAvn ami talk together, Ca[)taiu,” obserA'cd 
Augustias, giwely, her charming face, pale as Avax, e.xpressing 
the deepest emotion. 

1 )on Jorge twisted his jnoustaclie, as he always did Avhon 
a (purrel was brewing, and sat doAvn on the edge of a chair, 
hadiing on cA'cry side AA'ith the uneasy air of a criminal. 

The young lady took a scat near him, reflected for a fcAV 
moments, as it she were collecting her sti’ength for the 
approadiing storm, and then said, in a tone of exquisite 
sAA'cetnessi 

“ SeAor de Cordolxv, the.-jJWWiMUig on which my dear 
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jiioUior died, and when, yielding to your cnireatie.y, I vetinHl 
to iny room, and you, after performing the last sad duties, 
remained watching beside her with a jiiety and veneration 
which I shall never forget—” Here sobs chocked her 
uttei'itncp. 

“ Como, come, Augustias, who is it says afi-aid 1 Show a 
l>old front to the enemy. You arc too fwavc to break down 
over .such things,” exid.'iimed the Captain. 

” V'ou know courag(! Iws never failed mo until to-day,” 
replied the girl, with a painful effort to re.sume her usual 
calmness ; Cmt to-day it is not a ({uestion of tl’ ’ groat loss 
which 1 shall a]wav.s feel, and the .smise of •’iliichl woulil 
not lose fur anything in tlie worh. It is a (piestion of 
another l in 1 of allliedi'-n wliich will uoces.sItaie some ch.auge.s, 
and must bo put an end to. ' 

“Cod grant it,” -aid the. ('ajitain, looking somewhat 
more gloomy. 

“ r was about to .say,” cuntiiuied Augustias, “ that on that 
morning you addres.sed me tenderly, making use of the.se 
worils, ‘ My daughter.’ ” 

“ What '! 1 callcil y.m ‘ My (laughter? ’ ” 

“ la>t me continue, Sehur Don Jorge. ‘ My daughter,’ you 
exclaimed, rvith a voice tliat thrilled me to the heart, ‘ Yon 
liave nothing to do now hut wc^ep and pray for your mother. 
I was present during her last moments. She informed me of 
her affairs, and handed me all the money she possessed, in 
order that 1 might jiay for her funeral and other tilings as 
your guardian, which she appointed me to be, to save you from 
worry during the first days of your grief. When you are a 
little stronger and calmer, we will go into the accounts.’ ” 

“ What next?” interrupted the Captain, frowning severely, 
as if, by dint of appearing terrible, he thouglrt he could 
change the aspect of affairs. “ Have I.not properly fuMlled 
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tliosc dtxtics 1 Have I coinmitted any errors ? Do you sus¬ 
pect me of embezzlmg your inheritance ? Was it wrong to 
give your mamma a Tajlitting funeral 1 Or perchance some 
talebearer has told yoii that I have had a large stone put over 
her grave with her titles inscribed thereon 1 Well, the stone 
is my own personal^ (caprice, and I thought of asking you to 
let me j)ay fpr it out of my own pocket. I could not resist 
the temptation to confer on my noble friend the pleasure of 
healing those titles among the dead which were denied her 
by the living.” 

“ I knew nothing about the atone,” broke forth Aiigustias, 
Avith pious gratitude, seizing and pressing Don Jorge’s hand, 
in spite of his efforts to withdraw it. “ May God reward 
you for it! I accept the present in my mother’s name and 
my own. l»iit in other tilings, and even in this, you have 
done wrong in deceiving me, and if I had known as much 
b(‘fore I should have asked you for a settlement of accounts.” 

“ And may I ask in what matters I have deceived you, 
my dear Sonorital ” Don Jorge ventured to ask, not imagining 
that Augustins could possibly know anything about what 
Dona Teresa liad spoken to him just before her doatli. 

“ You deceived me on that sad morning,” replied the 
young lady, severely, “by telling me that my mother had 

handed to you I know not how mwih-” 

■ “ And on what ground docs your ladyship give the lie to 
a Captain, who is an honourable man, and much your senior 
hi age 1 ” cried Don Jorge, with feigned vehemence, trying 
to pick a (luarrel in order to escape from such a ticklish 
businiiss. 

“ On these groumls,” answered Augustins, calmly, “I have 
^ since acquired the certainty that my mother had no money 
whatever when she. fell ill.” 

“ No money, indeed! Such clever people as you think that 
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tlioy know everything. Then you were not aware that Bona 
Teresa had just disposed of a very valuable piece of jewelry.” 

“ Yes, yes, I know all about it. A pearl necklace with a 
diamond clas]) for which she received five hundred duros.” 

“Exactly. A necklace of pearls as lai’ge as nuts, mid 
from which there still remains a considerable sum which I 
am now expending. Would you like ra^ to hand this over 
to you now, and do you desire to take the charg6«of the ad¬ 
ministration of your estate yourself 1 Are you so dissatisfied 
with my guardianship ? ” 

“ How good you ai’e, Captain, but at the same time how 
foolish. Head this letter wliich I liave just received, and 
you will see ivheie the five bundled dnros went on the night 
that my pour mother was stricken to death.” 

The Captain turned as red as a poppy, but managed to 
e.\claim, angrily: 

“ That is to say 1 am lying, and that you think a piece of 
j»a])er is more worthy of credit than 1 am 1 The fact that 
lliroughout my career I have always sliown the most 
scrupulous regard for truth avails mi; nothing 1" 

“ It avails you thus far, Beiior Don Jorge, that I thank 
you all the more for having on my account acted contrary to 
your principles.” 

“ Let us see what the letter says,” said the Captain, in 
order to discover if there was anything in it which would get 
him out of his awkward position. “ Perhaps it is a hoax.” 

The letter was from the deceased widow’s advocate, and • 
ran as follows: 

“ Sefiorita Dofia Augustias Barbastro. 

. “ My dear young lady and esteemed friend,—I have just 
leceived unofficially the sad news of your good mother’s 
death; and sympatliising with you in your legitimate grief, 
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I beg to' be allowed to wish you all physical and moral 
strength to bear up under such an unexifflcted and awful 
blow inflicted by the Great Power that regulates human 
destinies. Having said this, which is no mere formal piece 
of oomtesy, but the expression of the old and declai-ed afiec- 
tion that my heart feels, I have now to perform anotJier 
sacreil duty. * 

“ The soifeitor of your deceased mother, on notifying to me 
to-day the i>aiuful news, stated, that wdien, a, fortnight ago, 
lie bad to inform her of tlie unfavourable decision in regard 
to lier jietition, and, at the same time, jiresent our bills of 
costs, he could not but perceive that the Sefiora possessed 
scarcely sufliciont money to pay the latter; and he further 
stated that, in handing him the amount, she exhiliited a 
certain angry hastiness, which was, I thought, a fresh indica¬ 
tion of the bitter avei-sion you testified for me a short time ago. 

“Kow, my dear Angustias, I am much tormented by the 
idea that you arc enduring privations in consequence of tlu^ 
exaggerated promptitude with wliich your mamma discharged 
my account; and I beg your consent to my returning you the 
money, augmented by whatever else you may require, and 
that I possess. It is not my fault if my person is unat¬ 
tractive and that I have no other cbiims hut those of a sincere 
but unappreciated aflection, which I ofl'er to yon and beg yon 
to accept from 

“ Your enamoured friend, 

“Tadko Jacinto de Pa.iabes.” 

“ I will cut the advocate’s throat,” exclaimed Don Jorge, 
raishig the letter over his head. “Tlie Avretch, the Jew, 
the scoundrel! He mmdered your good mother by 
< alarming her about insolvency and threatening execution; 
•and now ho is toying to purchase jmir hand with the money 
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he extorted from her. This shall never be ! Take these 
crutches! Kosa, my hat. Go to my house, ami ask them to 
give it you. No, stop, bring me my military cap, it i.s in the 
alcove hero, and my sword. No, don’t bring the sword. A 
crutch will do to break the scoundrel’s head with.” 

“ Go away, Eosa, and do not pay any attention. It is 
only the Captain’s nonsense,” said Augustias, teaiiiig up tlic 
letter. “ Captain, sit down and listen to m(s. *J despise the 
Senor Advocate with all his badly-acquired wealth, andl have 
not replied to liim, nor do 1 intend to do so. A coward ami 
a misei', he thought to make me his by oflicially defeuding 
our weal; case before the tribunals. Let us a]*eak m* more 
about tlje uinvortliy old I'ellow.” 

“ Nor about anything else,” added the artful Captain, seizing 
his crutches and beginning to Walk quickly up and down the 
room, as if flociug from further discussion. 

“ But, my friend,” observed the young lady, with some 
feeling, “ matters must not remain thus.” 

“ \\'’ell, well, we. will speak about tliat by and by. What 
interests me now, is luncheon; for I feel as hungry as a 
wolf. How strong that knave of a doctor has made my log ! 
I can jump about like a young fawn.” 

“ Captain,” exclaimed, Augustias, pettishly, “ I will not 
move from this eliair till you have heard me, and the matter 
that brought me here is decided.” 

“What matter? What are you dinning into my ears? 
All ! talking of din, 1 .swear never again to .sing that Ara- 
gone.se song. Hou' your poor mother Used to laugh wlien 
she heard me sing it.” 

“ Senor do Coxdoba, ’ insisted Augustias, with great em¬ 
phasis, “ I once more beg you to pay some attention to a 
matter which compromises my honour and dignitjfc.” 

“ Oil, I sh.aU never think tlicm cimipromiseil," exclaimed 
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Don Jo|^e, flouriHhing one crutch like a fencing foil. “ In niy 
eyes you aits the most honourahle and worthy woman God 
ever created.” 

“ It is not enough to be so in yom’ opinion; everybody 
must think the same as you say you do. Now sit down and 
listen to me, or I will send for your uncle who, us a con¬ 
scientious man, will ^oon put an end to the shanieful position 
in which I tijfi jdaccd.” 

“ 1 tell you I will not sit down. 1 have had enough of 
boils and easy chairs. However, you may talk as long as you 
like.” 

“ I have but little to .say to you,” replied Augustias, 
resuming her grave manner, “and that little must have 
occurred to you from the lii-st iiioment, Scfior de Cordoba ; 
for the past fortnight you have been maintaining this house¬ 
hold ; you have paid for my mother’s funeral, for the mourn¬ 
ing, and for the very bread I have eaten. I cannot now 
return you what has been expended, but I will pay you in 
time. But know that from this horn—” 

“ Pay me ! Thunder and lightning! She says .she will 
pay mo ! ” cried the Captain, in a tone of mingled grief and 
anger, raising his crutches aloft as ho spoke. “ This 
woman is detenniuod to kill me ; and to enable her to do so, 
she wants mi' to bear her. But 1 will not hear her. The 
conference is over. Rosa ! Liinclieon ! Sefiorita, I wdll 
await you in the dining room. Do me the favour to come as 
quickly as possible.” 

“You have a nied way of respecting my mother’s memoiy. 
How well you fulfil the duties towards her poor oipbau, 
Avbich she imposed u],)on you! What an interest you take 
in iny honour and repose! ” exclaimed Augustias, with such 
dignity, thai Don Jorge suddenly stopped, like a horse cheeked 
by the rein, looked at her for a moment, threw his crutches 
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from hinr, again sat down in the easy chair, and said, folding 
liis arms: 

“ Speak on until the end of time.” 

‘<I was saying,” continued Aiigustias, as soon as she. was 
again calm, “ that from this day, the absurd situation created 
by your imiJnident generosity must cease. You are now 
well, and can go to your own house.” 

“A tine arrangement, indeed!” intorruptitj Don Jorge, 
who immediaUily placed his hand over his mouth, as if ho 
repented of the interruption. 

“The only one possible,” exclaimed Augustias. 

“And what will you do then cried the Captain. “ Live 
on air like a chameleon 1 ” 

“ What do you suppose ? I shall sell the fumitirre and 
other things in the house.” 

“ Which are four rooms worth about four cuartos,” again 
interrupted Don Jorge, throwing a contemptuous glance 
over the apartment, which, however, was fairly well 
furnished. 

“They are worth what they arts worth,” rcjdied the orphan, 
meekly. “ But at any rate, 1 do not mean to live at the 
expense of yoirr pocket, or on your uncle’s charity.” 

“You are quite wrong as to my uncle. He has paid 
nothing,” roared the. Captain, “ami his assistance will never 
he necessary while I am in the world. It is tru(i that poor 
Alvaro—I do not wish to deny his merit—when ho heard of 
the fatal occurrence made certain offers, far higher ones than 
I should have imagined; hut I replied that the daughter of 
the Couut(iss do Sauturce could receive favours (or rather 
confer them, by the mere act of acceptance) only from hisr 
guardian, Don Jorge do Cordoba, in whose care the deceased 
had left her. The man listened to reason, and then obliged 
me to ask for a loan, nothing more, just a few pounds, on 
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account -of the salary he pays me. So you may he easy on 
that score.”, , 

“ But it is the same thing,” stammered the young iady, 
“ whether I have to pay the one or the other, when-” 

“When what 1 Tlwt is the whole question. What do 
you mean hy when 1 ” 

“ What a man you aure ! When, by hard work, and the 
assistance of a,mercifnl Providence, 1 Imve made my way in 
the wo^-ld.” 

“Way iutheworld!” shoutotl theCa]itaiu. “ Come,SeSorita, 
do not talk such nonsense,. You work! Work with such 
pretty hand.s, which I was never tired of looking at when we 
played at.cards. And what use am 1 in the world if the 
daughter of Dona Teresa Carrillo, my only friend, has to work 
with h<‘.r needle, or a flat-iron, to earn a morsel of bread ?” 

“Very good. But leave all this to me and to time,” ex¬ 
claimed Augustias, casting down her eyes. “ But at any rate', 
you wilt do me the favour to leave this very day, will you 
not?” 

“Why? Why shoul.l T go away when I am very com¬ 
fortable here ? ” 

“ Because you are now quite well. You can walk .about 
the street the same as you walk about the room, and it does 
not look well for us to be living together.” 

“ Well, then, su]>pose that this is a hoarding-houae. Yes, 
that will settle everything. Let me ho your boarder, and 
there will be no necessity to sell the furniture or anything 
else. The two salaries I receive will be ample to enable us 
to live very well, jwovided I am never fined for disres])ect to 
the War (Jlfico, an<l jiever lose anything at cards unless it be 
my temper when you beat me too often. Is this agreed ? ” 

“ Don’t talk nonsense," said she, sadly. “ Yon did not enter 
this house as a boarder, and no one would believe you were 
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here in that capacity ; nor do I wish for such an arrangemeht. 
I ani neither old enough nor experienced enough for a hoard¬ 
ing-house keeper; I prefer the business of a dressmaker." 

“ And 1 would prefer to hang myself ! ” cried the Captain. 

“1 know, Captain, that you are verj' kind and compassionate, 
and I thank you with all niy heart for all the iminfnl feelings 
you are enduring in coustHjuence of n^' declining your offer 
of assistance. But su^-h is life—such is the wqfld—such the 
laws of society.” 

“ What have I to do with society ?” 

“ t>ut I have nuieh to do with it. For one reason, hecausc 
its Liws ii,ro a retieotion of Go'd’,': l»,w.” 

“ Then is it God’s law that I should not maintaituanyl»ody 
I care for ? ’’ 

“It is from the mere fact that society is dividcid into 
familie.s.''’ 

“I have no family, and consequently can dispo.se of my 
money as I like.” 

“ But 1 must not accept it. The daughter of a worthy man 
who bore the name of Barbastro, and a good woman who bore 
that of Carrillo, cannot live at the expense of anybody.” 

“Then in your eyes I am ‘anybody.’ ” 

“ Yes, and one of the worst in reputation in regard to 
the present matter, seeing that you are a bachelor, still 
young, and not a saint.” 

“ Look here, Senorita,” exclaimed the Captain resolutely, 
after a brief pause, as though about to sum up and terminate 
an intricate argument; “ the night your mother died, 1 .said 
to her honourably, and with my habitual frankness, so that 
the good lady should not die under a false impression, that 
Captain Spitfire was ready to undergo anything in this world, 
except to keep a wife and children. I)o you want mo to 
speak clearer than that 1 ” 

C 
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And you can relate this to me 1 ” replied Augustias, with 
equal dignity and grace. “Do you tJiink I am indirectly 
begging for your hand 1 ” 

“ No, Senorita,” Don Jorge hastened to reply, reddening 
up to the roots of his hair. “I know you too well to suspect 
you of such trickery. Besides, we have already seen that 
you despise even millionaire lovers—^like the advocate. Doha 
Teresa herscjlf gave me the same kind of reply, wh4n T 
revealed to her my unshak cable determination never to get 
married. But the reason I have said this to you, is that you 
may not think ill of a man, who, esteeming you as I esteem 
you, and liking you as I like you—(for I like you very 
much more than you imagine)—yet does not ask you to marry 
him.” 

“ The request might not be granted,” replied the young 
lady, coldly. “ It would be necessary that I should like the 
man.” 

“Is that it?” roared the Captain, jumping upon his feet. 
“ You mean to say you do not like me 1 ” 

“How came you to infer such a probability?” replied 
Augustias, calmly. 

“ Never mind probabilities ! ” thundered the poor disciple 
of Mars. “ I understand what is said to mo. If I cannot 
marry you, or live in your company in any other way, I must 
not and will not abandon you to your sad fate. Let us, then, 
effect a compromise; and as you do not consent to our living 
together as brother and sister, since the world smirches 
everything with its evil thoughts, allow me to pay you an 
annual pension, as kings and rich men do to persons worthy 
of protection and aid.” 

“But, Seflor Don Jorge, you are neither a king nor 
rich." 

“ True. Bat, at any rate, you are a queen in my eyes, 
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and I OHght and I wish to pay you the •voluntary tribute 
which good subjects pay to exiled princes.” 

“ Enough of kings and queens. Captain,” said Augustias, 
with the sadness of despair. “ I shall always remember you 
with pleasure as a good friend of old : but now let us say 
adieu, and leave me at least dignity in my misfortune.” 

“ That is very likely! And, in th| meanwhile, I am to 
bathe in rose water tormented with the thoiight that the 
woman who saved iny life, by exposing her owif, is in misery. 
1 shall have the satisfaction of thinking that the only 
daughter of Eve who ever pleased mo, whom I ever liked, 
wh^m 1^ adore with all my soul, is in want ot bare neces¬ 
saries, working for her daily bread, living in a garret, without 
help or counsel from me ! ” 

“ Senor Captain,” interrupted Augustias, solemnly, “ men, 
who are not able to marry, and have the courage to admit 
and proclaim it, ought not to speak of adoring honourable 
young women. So send for a cab, and we will say farewell; 
and you shall hear of me again when fortune treats me more 
kindly.” 

“ What a woman this is ! ” shouted the Captain, covering 
his face ■with his hands. “ I feared all this from the very 
first. On this account I left off playing cards with her. 
Eor this I passed so many sleepless nights. Was there over 
such a situation as mine 1 How can 1 leave her unprotected 
and alone, when I love her more than my life. And how 
can I marry her after declaiming so much against matrimony ? 
What would they say (»f me at the club? Bow could I face 
my friends in the street, if I had a woman on my arm, or at 
home with a baby on my knee ? Children, indeed! To hear 
them cry, to fear they might fall iU, and die—^believe me, I 
was not bom for such things, Augustias. I should become 
So desperate, that you would pray aloud for a*divorce or to 

c 2 
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become a widow. Ta&e toy advice, Augustios. Don’t marry 
if I ask you.” 

“Eeally,” broke forth the young woman, sitting down on 
her chair, with astonishing calmness; “ I do not know why 
you think I desire to marry you. I may prefer to remain 
single, even if I have to work day and night, like many 
other ori)han8.” 

“Why do I think sol” replied the Capt&i, with great 
frankness. *Frbm the natural aspect of the matter, because 
we both love one another; because M'c cannot do with¬ 
out one anotlierbecause there is no other way in which 
we can live together. Do you not think I have known this 
for a long time 1 That I have not thought of it, that your 
honour and your good name are not indifferent to me ? I 
have spoken as I have in order to lice from my own con¬ 
victions, to see if I could escape from the terrible dilemma 
that robs me of sleep, and find some means of not marrying 
you, and so avoid the impending catastrophe. But there is 
no help for it, and I jiiust marry you in the end, if you 
remain single.” 

“ Single ! ” repeated Augnstias. “ Who has told you that 
I may not, in the course of time, meet with a man to my 
taste, who will not have a horror of matrimony 1 ” 

“Augustias, do not speak of such a thing,” cried the 
Captain, turning the colour of brimstone. 

“ Whyl” 

“Speak not of it, I say ; and know, henceforth, that I will 
cut out the heart of the man who— But I do wrong to get 
angry without any reason. I am not such a fool as to ignore 
what has happened. Do you wish to know it 1 it is very 
simple. We love one another. And do not tell me I am 
m^taken, because that would be an untruth. And this is the 
proof. If you did not care for me, I should not c^ for you. 
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After having saved my life, you waited on itte like a sister 
of charity j .you endured patiently all the brutal expressicHiS, 
that for seven weeks I used towards you, in order to deliver 
myself from your seductive power; you wept in my arms 
when your mother died; you have been patient with me for 
the last hour; in short, Augustias, let us make a treaty, let 
us split the difference. 1 ask for ten fears’ grace. Wien I 
am half a century old, infirm, and accustomed *40 the idea of 
slavery, we will get married, without anyone knowing it, and 
go i live out of Madrid, where nobody will be able to laugh 
at Captain Spitfire. Hut, in the meanwhile, accept, under 
the strictest secresy, the half of my income. You will live 
here, and 1 at my orvn house. We shall see one* another, 
always in the presence of others—at an evening reception, for 
example, We will correspond regularly and frequently. 
I will never enter this street, for fear of scandal; and on 
All-Soul’s day we will go to the cemetery together, with Rosa, 
to visit Dona Teresa’s tomb.” 

Augustias could not help smiling on hearing this grand 
discourse of the Captain’s, and it was not a mocking smile, 
but a joyous one like a wished-for gleam of hope, the first 
reflection of the star of happiness shining tardily. But a 
woman after all, although one of the most worthy and 
sincere, she knew how to repress her budding joy, and said 
with feigned diffidence, and at the same time with the recti¬ 
tude of trae modesty: 

“ The extravagant conditions you impose to the gift of an 
unsolicited marriage ring axe very laughable. You are cruel 
to evade bestowing the alms which I am proud enough not 
to solicit, and which I would not accept for aught in the 
world. It concerns a girl who is neither ugly nor shameless 
that you should have been scolding her for an hpur past as if 
she had asked you td make love to her. Bat do let us tmrmi- 
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nate this disagreeable convemtion, not, hoTJceT^r,,without my 
pardoning you, and again thanking you for your great, 
though badly expressed kindness. Shall I'fell Eosa to go 
for a cab 1 ” 

“ Not yet, not yet 1" replied the Captain, rising wii2i a 
very reflective air, as if he were seeking words to express 
some abstruse and deEcate idea. “There is still one remedy 
in the way oj'compromise, and please to understand it is Ihe 
last. Eut before I mention its nature, you must answer me 
loyally one question—after you have first handed me my 
crjxtches, so that I may be able to go away without saying 
another word, should you refuse my proposal.” 

“ Ask ‘your question and make your proposal,” said 
Augustias, giving him his crutches with exquisite grace. 

Don Jorge supported, or rather raised, himself upon 
them, and, looking at the young woman with a sterb and 
searching air, said in a loud magisterial voice: 

“ Do you like me 1 Is my personal appearance acceptable, 
setting aside these crutches, which I shall never get rid of ? 
Have we any basis upon which to treat ? Would you 
marry me at once, if I decided to ask for your hand, under 
the condition which I shall mention directly ? ” 

Augustias knew that tliis wa::. the critical moment, hut she 
rose up immediately, and said with her wonted courage : 

“ Senor Don Jorge, that question is unworthy of you, and 
no gentleman would ask it of one whom he considered a 
lady. We have had quite enough nonsense. Rosa ! Roga t 
Sefior de Cordoba calls you.” 

And thus speaking, the high-minded young lady walked 
tovrards the door, after making a stiff curtsey to the Captain. 
The latter, thanks to his crutches, overtook her in the middle 
of the room,..and exclaimed with unwonted humility; ' 

“ Do not go away, for the memory of her who is looking 
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down iipon iis from abova I agree to your not answering my 
question, and I will at once propose the compromise. It was 
written that I should only do what you please. But you be 
off, Eosa ; we do not w.‘int you here.” 

Augustias stopped, turned her head, and with a most 
seductive, but serene .and imperious air, fixed her eyes upon 
the Captain’s. He thought ho had uiver seen her look so 
beautiful 

“Augustias,” stammered the hero of a loihdred battles, 
“ 0!i one certain, immutable, and cardinal condition, I have 
th'. honour to ask for your hand ; and if you agree to it, wo 
will got married on the earliest day possible, for I am quite 
unable to live without you.” 

The young lady acknowledged this act of true heroism on 
the part of Don Jorge by a tender and delicio\is smile. 

“ But I repeat that it is under one condition,” the poor 
man hastened to add, feeling that Augustias’s smile and look 
were rapidly subduing him. 

“ On what condition ? ” asked the young woman, with 
charming calmness, turning round, and fascinating him with 
the rays of light from her brilliant black eyes. 

On condition,” stuttered out the Captain, “ that if we 
have any children we send them to the Foundling Hospital. 
On that point I will never yield. Are you agreed ? Say 
yes, for mercy’s sake.” 

“ But is my acceptance of that condition necessary?” replied 
Augustias, with a burst of laughter. “You can take them 
there yourself. What am I saying? We will take them 
together, and hand them over without a kiss, Jorge, do 
you think we shall take them?” 

While Augustias was thus speaking she looked at Don 
Jorge de Cordoba with the rapture of an angel. 

The poor Captain was almost dead with joy*; a stream of 
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tears flowed from his eyes, and he exclaimedj pressing the 
deax orphan in Ids arms, 

Then I am a lost man !” 

“ Completely lost, Sefior Captain Spitfii’e,” replied Angus* 
tias. “ So now let us go to luncheon; then we will have a 
game at cards, and in the afternoon, wlien the Marquis 
comes, we will ask hien to give me away at the wedding, a 
duty which the good gentleman has in my opinion desired 
ever since the firet time he saw us together.” 


XVI. 

One moming in the month of May, 1852—that is to say, 
four years after the occurrences we have ju-st related—a certain 
friend of ours pulled up his horse at the door of an old and 
spacious mansion in the Avenue do San Francisco at 
Madrid, threw the bridle to the groom attending him, and 
said to the powdered footman who opened the door : 

“ Is Don Jorge de Cordoba within i ” 

"I presume you mean his lordship the Marquis de los 
Tomillares," replied the servant. 

“What do you sayi Is my dear Jorge a marquis? Is 
the good Don Alvaro dead, then? You need not be 
astonished at my being unaware of the fact, as I only arrived 
in Madrid last night, after eighteen moutlis’ absence.” 

“ The Marquis Don Alvaro,” said the servant, solemnly, 
uncovering his head, “died about eight months ago, leaving 
as his sole heir his nephew and foimer controller of his 
household, Don Jorge de Cordoba, tte present Marquis de los 
Tomillares.” 

“ Good. Now do me the fawnr to let him know that his 
friend T-‘is here." 
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“ You will find liiin in tho library. His lordsbip does not 
like visitors to be announced, but to enter when they please.” 

“ Fortunately,” said the gentleman to himself, as ho 
ascended the stairci^e, “I know the house well. In tlie 
library, eh! Fancy Captain Spitfire setting up as a book¬ 
worm ! ” 

After passing through several apartments, and encounter¬ 
ing various servants, all of whom said tliat their master was in 
the library, the visitor at length arrived at the door, opened 
it, and stood .stupefied at beholding the oddest group which 
he I'ad over cast eyes upon. 

In tho centre of the room, was a man on his hands and 
knees, with a child about three years old mounted on his 
back, digging his heels in the man’s ribs, wliile another 
child, who^ age appeared to be about eighteen months, stood 
in front of the kneeling individual’s rumpled head, tugging 
at his cravat as if it were a halter, and crying out, in the 
lisping voice of childhood, “ Gee up, Dohhin ! ” 
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I. 

The once renowned, but now little heard of town of Aldeire 
forms pari of the Maxquisate del Genet, and is half suspended, 
half buried in a fissure of the central mass of the SierraNevada, 
some five or six thousand feet aboye the level of the sea, and 
six or seven thousand below the eternal snows of the peak 
of MuUiacem. 

Aldeire, with all due deference to its cura be it said, is a 
Moorish town. That it has been one is clearly proved by its 
name, its situation and its construction. That it is not yet 
wholly Christian, although a part of Spain, and having its 
little Catholic church and its brotherhood of the Virgin, of 
Jesus, and of not a few saints, is shown by the cliaracter and 
customs of its inhabitants, the terrible, but ephemeral rages 
that rmite or seperate them in continual ^squabbles, and the 
sad black eyes, pale complexion.?, and taciturnity in speech and 
laughter of men, women and children. 

For it will be as well to recall to mind, that the Moriscos 
of the Marquisate del Cenet were not wholly expelled from 
Spain like those of Alpujarras, but that many remained hid¬ 
den and overlooked, thanks to the prudence or cowardice 
with which they refused to,- hearken to the rash and heroic 
call to anns of their unfortunate prince, Aben-Humeya. 
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rrtei whence I infer that Juan Gomez, nicknamed Hormiga, 
constitutional Mayor of Alcleire, in the year of grace, 1821, 
may very well have been the grandson of some Mustapha, or 
Mohammed, or other. 

The said Juan Gomez, then upwards of fifty years of age, 
was a cunning, though entirely ilb'terate rustic, covetous 
and hard-working, as was proved not enly by his nickname 
Honniga, signifying an ant, but also by his f^m, acquired 
either by good or evil arts, and comprising srmo of the best 
land in the district. He held a lease of the town-lands, 
ar.U, thanks to a present of some fowls, past laying, made by 
him to the town clerk, had obtained amongst these, almost 
for nothing, a hairen plot situate close to the totvii, in the 
midst of which rose the ruins of an ancient fort or watch 
tower, known as the Moor’s Tower. 

It is needless to say that Tio Hormiga never for one mo¬ 
ment reflected as to whom the said Moor might have been, 
or as to the original object of the ruined bunding. All that 
he saw was that with so many fallen stones, and with those 
which he could loosen, lie could build a fine strong enclosure 
for his flocks. Consequently, as a suitable and economical 
amusement, he at once began to devote his evenings to pull¬ 
ing down with his own hands what remained of the old 
Moorish structure. 

“ You will knock yourself up,” said his wife, on his return¬ 
ing at night, covered with dust and perspiration, and with an 
iron bar hidden beneath his cloak. 

“ Not at all,” he replied, “ such exercise keeps me from 
becoming like our sons the students, whom the pond-keeper 
told me he saw in the theatre at Grenada the other 
night with, faces so yellow that it made one sick to look 
at them.” 

“ Poor feUows, they study so hard. But you ought to be 
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ashamed of toiling like a labourer—you, the richest man uf the 
place, and Mayor as well.” 

“That is why I work by myself.” 

“ You ought to have some help, though. It will take you 
a century to pull the tower down, and even that may not b 
time enough." 

“ Don’t talk nonser» 3 c. When it comes to building tho 
enclosure I will have workmen and perhaps a master builder. 
But I know all about pulling things down, and it is very 
amusing to destroy anything.” 

“ You say so because^ you are a man. Destruction of any 
kind frightens and pains me.” 

“Old women’s nonsense. If on only knew how many 
things want pulling do\t'n in this wor'.d.” 

“ Be quiet. It was a bad day when they made 3 'ou Mayor. 
You will see that when the Royalists get back into power tin? 
King will have you executed.” 

“We shall see.” 


II. 

One evening Tio Hormiga returned from his task earlier 
than usual and looking very preoccujiied 

His wife waited until the farm hands wciv; out of tho way 
before asking him what was the matter, and he answered by 
shewing her a leaden tube with a lid at one end. From this 
he drew out, and carefuilj unrolled, a yoUowish pardiment 
covered with strange characters, and said with imposing 
solemnity: 

“ Icannot even read Spanish, which is the plainest language 
in the world, but the devil fly away with me if tliis is not 
Moorish writing.” 
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“ That is to say you found it in the tower 1 ” 

“ 2fot only on account of that, but because these pot¬ 
hooks are quite different from any 1 ever saw made by a 
Christian.” 

His wife looked at and smelt the parchment, and exclaimed 
vt'ith comic certainty; 

“ It is Moorish.” 

After a short interval aiie continue({ in a ra^iancholy tone; 

“ Although I cannot understand it T would swear that it 
i.s the discharge of some soldier of Mahomet who is now in 
hcil.” 

“ You .say tliat becan.se of the leaden case such as our 
soldiers no^ use.” 

“Just Si .” 

“Then you are wruTig, Torcuata, for, as our hoy Augustin 
has often told rue, the Moors had neither recraits not 
discharges. It is,” and liero Tio Honniga lowered his voice 
and said in a tone of ■ onviction, “the indication of a hidden 
treasure,’ 

“ Yoa are riirl't,” suddoidy (‘.’cclaimod hi.s wife, inspired hy 
the same belief. “ Have you found it? la it much ? Have 
you hidden it carefully ? Are thej silver or gold coins ? J)o 
you think they can .'dl he passed without difficulty? What 
luck for our lads? How they will enjoy themselves at 
(Irenada and Madrid. I slioidd like to see the trea.suro. Let 
us go at once; there is a uu' >u to-night.” 

“Good heavens! woman; how do you think I could 
have found the treasure hy this indication when I cannot 
read either Moorish or Christian letters ?” 

“That’s true. Well, look here. There is only one thing 
to he done. As soon as it is daylight saddle a good mule, 
cross title Sierra by the pass of the Puerto d^ la E^ua and 
go to Ugyar, to the house of your old crony, Don Mafias 
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Quesada, who, as you know, understands everything. He 
will explain this paper, and give you good advice as usual.” 

“ Ail his advice costs me money, although we were cronies. 
But I had thought of that plan myself. I will go to TJgijar 
to-morrow and will be back hero by nightfall, if I press my 
beast a little.” 

“ But take care thaf you explain everything to him.” 

“There is sot much to explain. The tube was hidden in 
a niche formed in the thickness of a wall, and lined with 
blue tiles. I pulled down all that side of the building and 
found nothing else of note. Below the part I have demolished 
is solid masonry with stones measuring at least a yard every 
way, cemented together and not to be easily moved by one 
man, nor even by two as strong as 1 am. Consequently, it 
is necessary to know exactly where the treasure is hidden, 
under pain of having to wrench apart all the masonry of the 
tower with the help of the neighbours.” 

“ Ifo, no. Go to Ugijar as soon as it is light. Offer your 
old crony a share, not a very large one, of what we may find, 
and when wo know where to set to work I myself will help 
you to pull out the hewn stones. My dear children! Any¬ 
thing for them! As to myself, 1 only feel that if there 
should be any wrong in this matter. . . .” 

“ MTiat wrong can there be, you goose ? ” 

“ 1 cannot quite exidain what I mean ; hut treasures have 
always seemed to me to be connected with the Evil One and 
with phantoms. Besides you have got this land on lease for 
such a low rent. All the people will say there was some trick 
in the business.” 

“ That conc«lns the town-clerk and the municipality. They 
drew up the (teeds." 

“ Besides I have heard that a part of every treasure found 
has to be given up the King.” 
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That is whfen it is not found on private property, and this 
is mine.” 

“ Private property! Whom did the tower, which the 
corporation have let to you, belong to ? ” 

“ To some Moor.” 

“ But what Moor ? Surely, Juan, the money which that 
Moor hid in the tower is liis or his heirs? Not yours or 
mine.” 

“ You are talking noasense. If it were so, we ought to 
scud every year to Africa to the descendants of the Moors 
the revenue yielded by the fields of Grenada, Guadix, and 
hundreds of other towns.” 

“You may be right. At any rate go to* XJgijar, 
and your old crony will advise you for the best in every¬ 
thing. 


in. 

Ugijar is distant from Aldeire about four leagues of very 
bad road. Nevertheless, it was barely nine o’clock on the 
following mornuig w’heu Juan Gomez, dressed in bis holiday 
clothes, found himself in the office of Don Matias de Quesada, 
an old but vigorous man, doctor of chdl and canon law, and 
author of most of the quibbles against justice in that part 
of the country. He had all his life been a pettifogging lawyer, 
and was very well to do, and had good connections in Grenada 
and Madrid. 

He heard the storj* of his worthy friend, and after having 
carefully examined the parchment, said that in his opinion 
it had nothing to do with a treasure; that the niche in which 
the tube was found must have been a cupboard, and that the 
document appeared to him a kind of prayer, such as aU the 
Moors read on Friday mornings. Nevertheless, the Arabic 
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tongue not being thoroughly known to him he would despatch 
the document to Madrid to a fellow schoolmate of his, who 
was now employed in connection with the mission to the 
Holy Land, in order that he might send it on to Jerusalem, 
where it could be translated into Spanish. For this it would 
•be as well to send on to his friend a couple of gold onzas as 
a refresher to buy a fiup of chocolate with. 

Tio Juan Jilomez hesitated a little at this price for a cup 
of chocolate, as representing something like twelve thousand 
and odd reales per pound for that commodity, but he had 
such faith in the treasure, that he jiulled out from the folds 
of his sash eight four-duro pieces and lianded them to the 
advocate,' ^ho weighed them one by one before putting them 
in his pocket. Then Tio Hormiga set forth on his return to 
Aldeire, determined to go on e.\:avating beneath the Moor’s 
Tower, whilst the parchment Wiis on its way to and from the 
Holy Land, which, according to his advi.S(‘.r, would take about 
a year and a half. 


IV. 

No sooner bad Juan Gomez turned his back than liLs friend 
and counsellor seized a iren and wrote the following letter, 
addressed to Hon Bonifacio Tudela y Gonzalez, organist of the 
Catholic Cathedral of Ceuta. 

“My dear nephew,—Only to a man of your religious 
feelings would I trust the important secret contained in the 
enclosed document, I say this because it unquestionably 
contains tlie particulars respecting a treasure of wluch I will 
give you a share if I manage to discover it by your help. 
Bat it is needful that you should find a Moor to transtote 
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the parchment, and that you should send nie the tmnslation 
in a registered letter, without a word to an 3 'one about the 
matter, unless to your wife, whom I know to be a person of 
discretion. 

“ Pardon mo for not having written to you for so many 
years, but yon know my manifold occupations. Your aunt 
continues to pray for you ■ very night. • I trust the stomach 
complaint from which you suffered in 1806 ^ htdter, and 
i“emaiu, your affcctiojmte micle, 

“Matias PE Qdksada. 

Ugijar, January l-Y 

‘‘P..S.—P.fmembraiice.s to IVpa, and ict me know if you 
have any cliiidren.” 

Having written tJii.s letter, the worthy' limb of the law 
went into tlie kitclem, wluire. his wife was knitting stockings 
and watching the ..'ooking of the jmehero, or stew, and made 
the following rwnarks in a stern and harsh tone, after having 
thrown iuh) her lap tim eight four-duro pieces already spoken 
of. 

“ Km arnacion, buy as much coco as yon can with this, 
The price will go up in the next- few months, and see that it 
is properly ground. Get breakfast ready whilst .1. go and 
post this letter for Seville., asking what barley is selling at. 
Let the eggs be well fried and the chocolate smooth.” 

The lawyer’s wife did not answer a word, hut went on 
knitting like an automaton. 


V. 

A FORTNIGHT later, on a beautiful January day, »ueh as is 
only known in the north of A&ica and the south of Europe, 
the organist of the cathedral of Ceuta was taWing the air on 
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the flat roof of his two-storied house, with the ease and 
satisfaction of a man who had discharge his duties at high 
mass, and had since consumed a pound of anchovies, another 
of meat, and another of bread, with a corresponding quantity 
of the wine of Tarifa. 

The worthy musician, as fat as a bullock and as red as a 
beetroot, was laboriously digesting this repast, and gazing 
with an apopl^tic look at the magnificent panorama pre¬ 
sented by the blue Mediterranean, the gi'aycr waters of the 
Straits of Gibraltar, the accursed rock that lends its name to 
them, the neighbouring heights of Anghcra and Jlenzu, and 
the snowy peaks of the Lesser Atlas, when he heard hurried 
steps on the stairs, and the silvery tones of his wife exclaim¬ 
ing, joyously, 

“ Bonifacio ! Bonifacio! A letter from Ugijar. A letter 
from your uncle. And such a heavy one.” 

“ What! ” exclaimed the organist, Avhirling round like a 
terrestrial globe ujwn that portion of his portly person that 
rested upon his seat, “What saint can have ])roui]ited my 
uncle to write to mo 1 h'or fifteen years I have been living in 
this place and it is the first time that he has written to me, 
although 1 have sent him a hundred letters. Ho must want 
me to do something for liim.” 

So saying he opened the letter—talcing care that the Pepa 
of the postscript should not get a glimpse of it—and revealed 
the yellow parchment rustling, and as it were trying to unfold 
itself. 

“ What has he sent us 1 ” asked his wife, a fair native of 
Cadiz, and still graceful despite her forty years of age. 

“ Pepita, do not be so inquisitive. I will tell you, if I 
ought to tell you, when I come down. I have told you a 
thousand times not to read my letters.” 

“ A nice warning from a libertine like you. But be quick 
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and let me see if I can make out the other paper your uncle 
has sent you. It looks like a bank note from the other 
world” 

Whilst his wife was chattering tlie musician road his letter, 
and was so amazed that he rose to his feet without an effort 
He was, nevertheless, so accustomed to dissimulate, that ho 
managed to say in a very natural niann#r: 

“ What nonsense. I’he old rascal must be trying on a 
joke. Would you believe that he has sent mo this leaf from 
a Hebrew bible for me to find a Jew to buy it, the old fool 
fancying that it will fetch a good round sum! At the same 
time,'’ Jio added, m order to elnu'ge the conversation, and 
putting tlie letter and the parchment into his pockety “he.oaks 
if we have any children.” 

“ He has none,” exclaimed Pepita, quickly; “ he doubtless 
means ns to be his heirs.” 

“ It is more likely that the old miser has been thinking of 
inheriting from us. But it is eleven o’clock and I must go 
and get the organ in tune for vespers this evening. Take 
care that dinner is ready by one, and do not forget some 
good potatoes in the stow. Whether we have any children! 
1 feci ashamed to have to answer, ‘ no.’ ” 

“It is not my fault,” was the reply. “Who could' have 
loved you more than I, who, despite your pot-belly, think 
you the handsomest man in the .world 1 ” 

“ Handsomest, eh 1 Well, look here, Pepa,” observed the 
organist, thinking of the parchment, “ if my uncle makes me 
his heir, or if I get rich in any other way, 1 swear to take 
you to live in the Plaza do San Antonio at Cadiz, and to 
buy you more jewelry than the Virgiti of Sorrows at Grenada 
has. So good-bye, pet." 

And chucking her under the chin, he seized his hat and 
took bis way, not to the cathedral, but to the narrow lanes 
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inhabited by thone Moorish families who were allowed to 
dwell within the fortification. 


VI. 

In the narrowest of jihese lanes, at the door of a poor but 
freshly whitf^washed cabin, a Moor of thirty-five or forty v'as 
sqimttmg on'nis heels smokingapipe of snn-baked clay. He was 
a dealer in the eggs and ponltry brought to the gates of Ceuta 
by the independent natives of the Sierra BuUones and Sierra 
llermeja, which eggs and jxjultry he retailed at the house- 
doors or, in the market-place, at a profit of cent, per cent. 
He was called by the Spaniards Manos-gordas, and by tlic 
Marocanians, Admet-Ben-Carime-el-Abiloun. 

As soon as the Moor saw the organist he rose and came 
to meet him with many salaams. 

“ I want you to translate thi.s document into Spanish,” said 
Bon Bonifacio, 

Manos-gordas took the document, and at the first glance 
murmured, 

“ It is Moorish.” 

ti* 

“ I think it is Arabic. But I want to know what it says, 
and if you do not deceive me I will give you a handsome 
present when the bjiisiness I am confiding to your honesty 
is completed." 

Meanwhile Admet-Ben-(^ariine had glanced through the 
parchment and turned very pale. 

“ Bo you see that it is a question of a great treasure,?” 
said the organist, in * tone half affirmative, half interrogative. 

“ 1 think 80 ,” stammered the Mahometan. 

“ Think so 1 Your very perturbation sliows that it is so.” 

“Pardon nie,” replied Manos-gordas, bathed in perspiia- 
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tion; “ there are w^ords in modern Arabic, and I imderatand 
them, but there are also others in ancient Arabic which I 
cannot make out.” 

“ What are the words you can read 

“ I can make out something about gold, pearls, and the 
curse of Allah; but I cannot follow the explanation. I must 
see the Dervish of Anghera, who is leamed in all things, and 
will be able to translate the whole. Give me hhe parchment 
now, and I will bring it back to-morrow, and will neither 
deceive nor rob you. I swear it.” 

So saying he crossed his hands, raised them to his mouth 
and kissed them fervently. 

Don Bonifacio reflected that in order to deciphc.r the 
document it was necessary to trust to some Moor, and that 
there was no other s(^ well known b) or so well-disjKised 
towards him as Manos-gordas, and so agreed to leave the 
manuscript with the latter, upon his reiHsating his oath that he 
would bo back the following day from Anghera with the 
translation, swearing in return for his own part to give him 
at least a hundred duros when the treasure was discovered. 

The Mussulman and the Christian took leave of one 
another, and the latter bent his steps not to his house nor to 
the cathedral, but to the oftico of a friend where he Avrote 
the folloAving letter: 

“ Sefior Don Matias de Quesada and Sanchez Ugijar. 

“ My dear uncle,—I thank God at having received news 
of yourself and of Aunt Encatnacion, and that the news is as 
favourable as Josefa and myself could desire. We, dear uncle, 
although younger than yourselves, are very siekly and bur- 
thened by children who will soonbecome orphans and beg alms. 

“ Whoever told you that the parchment which you sent me 
contained the indication of a treasure was laughing at you. 
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1 hare had it translated by a very competent person and find 
it to be a string of blasphemies against our Lord Jesns elms'll 
the Holy Virgin and the Saints of Heaven, written in Arabic 
verses by a Morisco dog of the Marquisate del Conct during 
the rebellion of Abon Humeya. In view of such a sacrilege, 
and by the advice of the Sefior renitentiary, I have burnt 
this impudent evidenee of Mahometan perversity. 

“ Kind regards to my aunt, accept also those of Josefa, who 
is, for the tenth time, in an interesting condition, and send 
some pecuniary relief to your nephew, who is worn to skin 
and bone by his cursed stomach complaint. 

“Ceuta, January 29, 1821. Donifacio.” 


Vll. 

Whilst the organist was writing and posting the above 
letter, Admct-Bcn-Carime-el-Abdoun was making a not very 
bulky bundle of the whole of his belongings, consistuxg of 
three old haiks, two goatskin mantles, a mortar for jwunding 
grain, an iron lamp, and a copper jar filled with pesetas* which 
ho had ju.st dug up from a corner of the yard belonging to 
his cabin. With this burden he loaded his single wife, uglier 
than sin and fouler than her husband’s conscience, and left 
Ceuta, telling the officer on guard at the gate that they were 
going to Fez,for change Of air by the advice of a veterinary 
surgeon. 

It may be opportune to mention that from that day for- 
wanl nothing was ever seen or known of Manos-gordas in 
Ceuta or its environs, and that Don Bonifacio Tudela y 
Gonzalez did not have the pleasure of receiving the transla¬ 
tion of the parchment from him either the following day or 
at any other period during his life. 

Small copper edna. 
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Meanwiile Admet-Ben-Canme-el-Abdotm breathed freely, 
and even ^ve a skip or two, withoat, however, dropping his 
lodso slippers from his feet, as soon as he found himself outside 
the formidable walls of the Spanish fortalice, and with all 
Africa before him. 

“ This way, Zama,” he sumI to his weary spouse, as though 
addressing a mule. 

And instead of luming westwnrd in the dir^^tion of the 
wood of Anghera, in search of the learned Santou. as he had 
told Don Bonifacio, he made his way southMmrds by a ravine 
shaded by trees, which led him tow irds the road to Tefcuan, 
or rather the faint and winding track that serves for one. 

When Ben-Carime and Zama had gained the valley of 
Tarajar they halted for a short time on the bank of the little 
stream traversing it. In that remote solitude which appears 
as if fresh from the hands of the Creator and untouched By 
those of man, the woman proceeded to wash and comb her¬ 
self whilst the Moor took out the manuscript and began to 
read it with the same emotion as on tlie former occasion. 

It ran as follow’s:— 

“ The blessing of Allali be on the honest man who reads 
this. 

“There is no other glory save that of Allah, of whom 
Mahomet was, and is, in the heart of true believers, the 
Prophet and Envoy. 

“ Those who rob the house of him who is away waging 
war or in exile, shall live under the curse of Allah and 
Mahotoet, and die eaten up by vermin. 

“ Blessed be Allah, who created such to eat up evil men. 

“I, the w'ritet, am the Caid Hassan-Ben-Jussaf, a servant 
of Allah, although I have wrongly been called Don Eodrigo 
de Aenifia by the successors of the Christian dogs, who, by 
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force, and in violation of solemn stipulations baptised vritb a 
broom in guise of a boly-water sprinkler, my imfcertunate 
ancestors, and many other followers of Islam in these 
realms. 

“ I am a captain under the standard of him who, since the 
death of Aben Hnmeya, is the legitimate sovereign of Anda- 
lucia, Muley-Abdala-Mahamud-Aben-Aboo. That he is notnow 
seated on the throne of Grenada is due to the treachery 
and cowardice with which the Moors of Valencia failed in their 
promises and oaths to rise at the same time as the Moors of 
Grenada against the common tyrant, but they will bo repaid 
by Allah, and if we are vanquished will also bo vanquished 
and thrust out of Spain, without the merit of having struggled 
till the last hour upon the field of honour and in defence of 
the right, whilst, if we are conquerors, we will cut olf their 
heads and throw them to the pigs. 

“ I am, in short, the lord of this Tower, and of all the land 
around it westward to the Barranco del Zarro, and eastward 
to the Barranco de los Esparragos. 

“ Things are not going well. Since the bastard Don Juan 
of Austria, whom Allah confound, came to do batttle against 
the True Believers I see that for the present we shall be 
routed, though in future years a prince of the blood of the 
Prophet may yet recover the throne of Grenada, w'hich has 
been rmrs for seven hundred years. But, for the present, I 
repeat things are going badly, and I shall soon have' to take 
refuge in Morocco with my forty-three sons, supposing that 
the Sjiaiuards do not capture me in the next battle and hang 
me to a cork tree as I would hang them all if 1 couM. 

“ Well, on quitting this tower for the last and decisive 
campaign, I shall leave hidden here, itt a spot which no one 
can reach without first coming across this parchment, all my 
gold, all my sflver, ail my pearls, the treasure of ray family, the 
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estate of my fathers, and of myself and my heirs, the property 
of which I am master by Divine and human laws, as the bird 
is of the feather that grows, or as the child is of the teeth that 
push their way with pain and trouble, or as any mortal may 
be of the cancer or leprosy inherited from his fathers. 

“ Hold therefore you, l>e you Moor, Christian or Jew, who 
having set to work to demolish this my»honse have succeeded 
in discovering and reading the lines which 1. am writing. 
Stop and respect your neighbour’s property. Do not lay 
your hand upon that which is his. Do not profit by his 
absence. Here there is nothing that ha.>! to do with the 
public domain or the State. The gold of the mines may 
belong to him who discovers it and a portion to the sovereign 
of the territory. But gold smelted and coined into money 
belongs to its master, and to no one but its master. Do 
not rob me therefore. Do not rob my descendants who will 
come on the day when it is written to recover their inheri¬ 
tance. If by chance you find my treasure I counsel you to 
make proclamation to the descendants of Hassan-Ben-Jussuf, 
for it is not honest to keep findings when these findings 
have known owners. 

“ If you do not do this, may you be cursed with the curse 
of Allah and myself; may you be blasted by lightning; 
may each of my coins turn in your hands into a scorpion, 
and eacli pearl into a venomous insect; may your children 
die of leprosy with their fingers rotten and fallen away so 
that they may not even be able to scratch themselves for 
ease; may all the wives you love and pamper deceive you 
with your slaves ; may your eldest daughter flee from your 
house with a Jew; may you be impaled upon a stake and 
held up on high to public shame until, by the weight of your 
body, the point comes out at the top of your head, and you 
are like a frog on a spit. 
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“ Messed be Adah who is Adah. 

“ Tower of Zoraya, in Aldeire, El Genet, the fifteenth day 
of tlio month Saphar, in the year of the Hegira, S68. 

“ HASSAN-BBNTTDSSnP 


VIII. 

Manos-oord^s remained deeply preoccupied after reading 
tins documSnt, not on account of the moral maxims and 
fearful malediction.s contained in it, for owing to his inter¬ 
course with Christians and Jews at Tetuan and Ceuta the 
scoundrel had lost his faith in Allah and Maliomot, but from 
his beli^ that liis face, his accent, and any other Mussulman 
signs about him would hinder his making his way in Spain, 
where he siiw himself exposed to certain death as soon as any 
Christian discovered in him an enemy of the Holy Virgin. 

Besides, what aid could the law and authorities of Spain 
give to a foreigner, a Mahometan, to acquire the Tower of 
Zoraya, make excavations, and take posse.ssion of the treasure 
without losing it at once, together with his life. 

“ There is no other way,” mn his concluding reflections. 
“I must trust to the renegade, Bon-Mimuza, he is a 
Spaniard, and his company Avould free me from all peril 
there. But ,as there is not a worse man und(!r the canopy of 
heaven than this renegade, 1 must adopt some precautions.” 

In virtue of this reflection he took out vjriting materials, 
wrote a letter, addressed it, fastened it with a little bread 
chewed into a paste, and laughed diabolically. iThen turning 
to lus wife, who was still engaged in removing a year’s dirt 
at the cost of thb clearness of the stream, and summoning 
her by a whistle, he spoke as follows: 

“ Sit down and listen attentively td what I have to say 
to you.” 
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The wmnan curled heraelf up like a cat, fixed on Maaos- 
gordas the, two carbuncles that served her for eyes, and 
replied: 

“Speak, my lord, whom your servant only desires to 
obey.” 

Manos-gordas continued, “ If, from this time forw'ard, any 
accident should befall me, or if I disappear from the world 
without first taking leave of you, or if, having bid you fare¬ 
well, you do not receive any news from me within six weeks, 
you must manage to get into Ceuta and to post this letter 
there. You understand ? ” 

Zama burst into tears and oxclahned: “Admot, are you 
going to leave me? ” 

“Do not howl,” replied the Moor, “who talks about 
leaving you. You know well enough that you please me and 
are useful to me. But the question at present is whether you 
thoroughly understand my commission.” 

The woman opened her dress and taking the letter 
placed it next to her heart. 

“ There,” she said, “ if any harm comes, tliis letter shall 
fall into the post at Ceuta, even if I have to follow it to the 
tomb.” 

Aben-Carime smiled. 


IX. 

The wandering couple must have slept late, for it was 
not less than nine o’clock on the following morning when they 
reached Cabo Negro. 

Here there is an Arab settlement, consisting of a fewjcabins, 
a morabite or hermitage, and a well with a stone rim and 
copper bucket. The settlement was entirely daeerted at that 
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mondieai All the inhabitants had salHed forth with their 
floc^nr their implements of labour to tlie neighbourit^ hills 
and dales. 

w Wait for me here,” said Manos-gordas to his wife. “ I 
am going in quest of Ben-Munuza, who must be somewhere 
on tlie other side of that hill, ploughing the wretched strip 
of ground he has these.” 

“ Ben-Miiauza,” said Zama with akmi, “ the renegade of 
whom you hare spoken to me.” 

“ Do not fear,” interrupted Manos-gordas, “ to-day I am 
more powerful than he is. Within a couple of hours I shall 
be back and you will sec him follow me with the humility of 
a dog. -This is his cabin. Wait for us in it and prepare a 
big dish of cooscoosoo with the maize and the butter you will 
find within. You know I like it well cooked. All! I was 
forgetting. If I am not back by nightfall set out, and if you 
do not find me on the other side of the hiU, or if you find 
mo a coipse, return to Ceuta and post the letter. Another 
point, if it is my body you find, search it so as to discover 
whether or not Ben-Munuza has robbed me of thi.s parchment. 
If he has done so return from Ceuta to Tetuan and there 
denounce the robbery and murder to the authorities. Tliat 
is all. Good-bye.” 

The woman remained in tears and Manos-gordas took the 
path leading to the summit of the nearest hill. 


X. 

On crossing the hill he soon discovered in the adjoining 
valley a stoutly built Moor, clad wholly itt white, engaged in 
plougliing the black earth in patriarchal fashion, with the 
aid of a pair 6f bullocks. This man appeared a marble statue 
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of poaeo, yet he was the gloomy and dreaded regenade, Ben- 
Munuza, H<* was about forty, strong, actire and with a’tety 
lugubrious countenance, while his eyes were blue, and bis 
hair as yellow as that African sun which had bronzed his face. 

“ Good-day, Manos-gordas,” ho cried in Spanish, as soon 
as he caught sight of the Moor, his voice expressing the 
melancholy joy of the exile who finds a jhance of employing 
his native tongue. 

“ Good Jay, Juan Falgueira,” replied Bon-Carnno, sarcas. 
tically. 

The renegatb; trembled from licad t.. .Toot on hearing this 
salutation, and plucked the iron bar from the plough as 
thougli to defend himself. 

‘‘ What name did you utter 1 ” he said, advancing towards 
Manos-gordas. 

The latter looked at him smilingly and answered in Arabic, 
with a courage of which no one would have l)elieved him 
capable. 

“ I uttered your real name, the name you bore in Spain 
when you were a Christian, and which I learned when I was 
in Oran three years ago.” 

“ In Oran ? ” 

“In Oran, ye.s. What is there strange in that? You 
came from there to Morocco, and when I went there to buy 
fowls, I asked .about you, giving your description, and your 
story was told me by several Spaniards. I learned that you 
were a Galician, named Juan Falgueira, and that you had 
escaped from the jail at Grenada, where you lay Under sen¬ 
tence of death for having robbed and murdered, fifteen years 
ago, some gentleman in whose employ you were m a muleteer. 
Have you now any doubt as to whether 1 know you ? ” 

“ Tell me,” answered the renegade in a lov yoiae„ and 
glancing around him, <‘hav^ you told thia to»j«ly of the 
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Moors? Does anyone beside yourself know it in this accursed 
country. For I seek to live in peace without anyone or any¬ 
thing recalling to me that evil deed, of which perliaps I have 
purged myself. 1 am poor, I liave no family, nor miy longer 
a country, a native tongue, or a God. I live amongst foes 
without other possessions than those bullocks and tliis land, 
acquired by dint of Jjen years of toil. Consequently you did 
badly to corpe and tell me-” 

“Wait [’’'exclaimed Manos-gordas, much alarmed. “Do 
not glare at me like a wolf, I come to do you a gooil turn, and 
not to offend you out of mere wantonness. I liave told no 
one your story. Why ? Bwiauso every secret is a treasure 
which he who tells it loses, 'fhere arc, however, c,as(is in 
which there may he very useful iutcrcJiangca of secrets. 
For instance, 1 am going to toll you an im])ortaiit secret of 
my own, which will servo as an e(iuivaloiit to the one I 
possess of your-s, and hind us to Tic friends all our lives.” 

“ I understand. Go on,” calmly replied the renegade. 

B(m-Carimo then read the jiarchmeiit wlule Juan Falgueiro 
listened without moviii.' an eyelash, and as though annoyed, 
seeing which, the Moor, in oi'der to inspire him witli conti- 
dence, revealed the fact that he himself had .stolen tins docu¬ 
ment from a Christian of Ceuf a. 

The Spaniard smiled slightly at the thought of the fear 
in which ht> must be held by the poultry dealer, .since the 
latter told him of this rohhory without there being any 
ncscessity for his doing so, and Manos-gordas, encouraged by 
tliis smile, at length came to the bottom of the business. 

“I suppose you appreciate the importance of the document, 
and the reason why I have read it to you. i. do not know 
where the Tower of Zoraya, or Aldeire, or Genet is situated. 
I do not know how to reach Spain or to travel in it, and 
besides I slfould be slain there for not being a Christian, or 
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should at aaiy U'ate be robbed of the treasure before or after 
discovoriug it. For these reasons it is necessary that I 
should be accompanied by a Spaniard, faithful and true to 
me, of whose life I should be master, and whom I could slay 
\vdth a single word, like you, Juan Falguoira, who, after all, 
lia.\(^ not done very well by robbery and murder, since you 
are toiling here like a mule, when, with the share of the 
tj'easure 1 would give veu, you could go elsewhere to some 
other part of the world and enjoy yourself. What do you 
think of my projiosal 1” 

“'Hist it is very ^v'cll put togell)er for a Moor,” answered 
Ijon Muj'ioe. ifom tthose strong hands, crossi'd hi bind Ids 
hack, Ib'j bar of iron bung down (piivering like _a tiger’s 
tail. 

Mauos-gordas sniih'd proudly, thinking that his proposal 
was accepted. 

“ffevertheless,” coniinued the gloomy Galician, “you 
have made a mistake.” 

“In what?” asked Manos-gordas, drawing himself up 
with the air of a man about to listen to some nonsensical 
objectii m. 

“ Yon did not reckon that I sliould he a fool to go with 
you to iSpain to put you in possession of one half of a trea¬ 
sure, expecting you to j)ut me in possession of the other half. 
You would only have to denounce rne the day wc reached 
Aldeire and you would bo free of my company and of the 
necessity for giving me half the W'calth discovered. You are 
not as clever as I thought you were, but only a poor fellow 
worthy of pity, who has taken a blind alley in shewing me 
the indications of this wealth, and telling me at the same 
time that you know my story, and that if I were with you in 
Spain you would be the absolute master of my life. But 
what need have I of you ? "What aid of youm do I lack to 
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secure the vhofe treasure ? What were you to me from the 
moment that you read me that parchment; from the 
moment in yfhich it was in my power to take it from 
you ? ” 

“What do you say?” shrieked Manos-gordas, feeling the 
chill of approaching death run through his hones. 

“ I say nothing. I act,” replied Juan Falgueira; dealing a 
terrible blow with tlie iron bar at the head of Ben-Carime, 

t 

who fell to the ground a corpse. 


XL 

Thbbe or four weeks after the death of Manos-gordas, in 
the last week of February, snow was falling heavily at 
Aldeire, and throughout the Sierra Nevada. 

It was the first Sunday in Lent, and the church-bell was 
summoning to mass the sorely chilled Christians of that 
parish, so unpleasantly near heaven, who, however, did not 
seem very much inclined to quit their heartlis and homes in 
such rough and inclement weather. 

Such, at any rate, was the view of Tio Juan Gomez, 
despite the arguments of his more pious wife, Sena Torcuata, 
who was begging him not to eat any more “ roscas,” or drink 
any more brandy, but to accomiMiny her to mass like a good 
Christian, when, in the midst of their dispute, Tio Genaro, 
the head shepherd, entered the kitchen, and said:— 

“ God give you good day, Sefior Juan and S«^a Torcuata. 
1 have something to tell you about what has been hap¬ 
pening out at the back there, -which is why I.^ve- come 
down here in such weather instead of going to hear 
mass.” 

“ Gome, come,” interrupted the Mayor’s wife. “ Now you 
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will be chattering and drinking all day. You lirill be damned, 
Juan, if you do not soon make your peace with the Church 
and give up this cursed mayoralty.” 

She had, however, to start without her husband, who 
pusliing a glass and a “ rosco ” towards the shepherd, said, 

“ Woman’s nonsense, Tio Genaro, sit down and tell mo 
all about it. What has been taking plaoe ? ” 

“Only this, that last evening the goatherd Fiijncisco saw 
a man dressed like a native of Jlalaga and wrapped up in a 
cloak enter the new enclosure and wander round the Moor’s 
Tower, studying it and measuring il. like a nuister-builder. 
Francisco asked him what he wanted, and the stranger in 
reply asked who the owner of the tower was*. On 
Francisco telling him that it was no one less than thi; Mayor 
of the town, he said that ho would see your worship in 
course of the evening and explain what ho wanted, flight 
came on and the man seemingly wont off, on which the 
goatherd retired to his cab&i, which you know is hard by. 
'I'wo hours after dark he heard very strange noises in the 
tower, and saw a light, which so alarmed him that he did 
not dare venture out to my cabin to inform mo until it w^as 
daylight, when he told me the circumstance and that the 
noises had continued all night. As I have served tho King, 
and am not easily frightened, I went at once to the tower, 
accompanied by Francisco, who was all of a tremble, and found 
the stranger wrapped in his cloak sleeping in a room on the 
lower floor that has still a roof over it. I awoke this 
suspicious individual and asked him what he meant by 
sleeping in a strange house without tho owner’s leave, when 
he answered me that it was not a house hut only a pile of 
ruins where there was no harm in a poor traveller taking 
shelter on a snowy night, and that he was ready to call on 
your worship and explain mattera. He has accordingly 

D 
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come with me and is at the yard 4oor with the goatherd 
awaiting your leave to come in.” 

“ Let him come in,” answered Tio Hormiga, jumping up 
greatly excited, for it had occurred'to him from the very 
beginning of the shepherd’s story that all this must have 
something to do with the treasure, the search for which 
by his unaided endeavours he had given up a week past, 
thotigh not* until after uselessly and futilely removing a 
number of heavy stones well cemented together. 


XII. 

The stranger and Tio Juan Gomez found themselves face 
to face, and alone. 

“ What is your name ? ” enquired the latter, with all tl)> 
authority of a mayor, and without asking the other to sit down. 
“ My name is Jaime Olot,” answered the unknown. 

“ Your accent seems a foreign one. Are you English t ” 

“ I am a Catalan." 

“ Eh, a Catalan ? Yes, that may bo so. But what brings 
you here, and above all what the devil were yon about 
yesterday measuring in my tower 1” 

“ I will tell you. My avocation is that of a miner, and 
I have come to seek work in this district, celebrated for its 
silver and copper mines. Yesterday, on passing by the 
Moor’s Tower, I saw that with the stones taken from it a 
cattle fold was being erected, and that it would be necessary 
to oxtmet a good many more to complete the circuit, I am 
accustomed to works of demolition, and it occurred to me to 
odor to pull down the whole of the tower hy contract, that is 
if I can coipe to an understanding with the owner.” ' 

Tio Hormiga winked his grey eyes and replied indifferently, 
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“ Wei], Sefior, such an arrangement would not suit me.” 

“I would do the whole job very cheaply, almost for 
nothing.” 

“ That would suit me still less.” 

The so-styled Jaime Olot stared hard at Tio Juan Gomez 
as though to divine the real import of this strange reply, 
hut not being able to read anything Li Ids worsldp’s foxy 
physiognomy, added with feigned carelessness 

“ It might also suit mo to restore part of tliat old building 
and to live in it, cultivating the land you mean to enclosa I 
will buy the Moor’s Tower and the surrounding land of you.” 

“It does not suit me to sell,” replied Tio Hormiga. 

“But I will pay you double its worth,” said the self-styled 
Catalan emphatically. 

“For that very reason it suits me less,” repeated the 
Andalucian with such an insulting air of superior cunning 
that his interlocutor took a step backwards as though aware 
th.at he was treading on dangerous ground. 

After reflecting for a moment or so he raised his head, 
crossed his arms, and said, laughing cynically, 

“Then you know that there is a treasure?” 

Tio Juan Gomez sank back in his chair, and looking up 
at the Catalan exclaimed : 

“ What surprises me is that you should know of it.” 

“Tlien you will be much more astonished when I tell you 
that I am the only one who knows it with certainty.” 

“You mean that you know the exact spot where the 
treasure is hidden?” 

“I do know the exact spot, and it would not take mo 
twenty-four hours to lay bare all the wealth lying there.” 

“If this is so, have you a certain document?” 

“Yes, Sefior, I have a parchment of the time of the Moom, 
half a yard square, in which everything is explained.” 

D 2 
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“And this parchment?” 

“I do not carry it about with me, nor is there any need 
for me to do so, since I know its contents by heart, both in 
Arabic and Spanish. Oh! no, I am not such a fool as to 
expose myself to capture with arms and baggage. That is 
why before ventunhg'Il’^iO this district I hid the parchment 
where I alone can fuMl it.” 

“In that ease the only thing is to come to an understand¬ 
ing like two good friends, Senor Jaime Olot,” said the Mayor, 
pouring out a glass of brandy and offering it to the stranger. 

“Yes, let us come to an understanding,” replied the latter, 
sitting down without more ceremony and emptying the 
glass. ■ 

“Tell me,” said Tio Hormiga, “and loll me truly, in order 
that I may believe in your good faith-” 

“Ask away, I will be silent when it suits me to conceal 
anything.” 

“ Do you come from Madrid? ” 

“ No, Sefior, it is five and twenty years since I was there 
for the first and last time.” 

“ Do you come from the Holy Land ? ” 

“ No, Sefior, I have never been there.” 

“ Do you know a lawyer at Dgijar, named Don Matias do 
Quesada?” 

“ No, Sefior, I hatCi all lawyers and their breed ? ” 

“ Then how did you get hold of the parchment ? ” 

Jaime Olot remained silent. 

“ That suits me, I ^ee that you do not want to lie,” ex¬ 
claimed the Mayor. “ But it is also certain that Don Matias 
do Quesada has deceived me, cheating me out of two gold 
onsas, and then selling tire dociunent to some one at Melillii 
or Ceuta. For it is certain that although you are not a 
Moor, you b*ear traces of having Ireen in Africa.” 
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Bo not worry yourself or lose time. I can relieve you 
from doubt This lawyer must have sent the parchment to 
a .Spaniard at Ceuta, from whom it was stolen three weeks 
ai'o by the Moor who transferred it to me.” 

“Ah ! I have it Ho must have sent it to his nephew, 
who is organist at the cathedral there, one Bonifacio 
Tud.da.” 

“ Tliat is not unlikely.” 

“ Rjiscal of a Don Matias! To trick his old friend like 
th.at! But see how chance has brought back the parchment 
into my hands.” 

“ Or rather into mine,” observed the stranger. 

“ Into ours,” exclaimed the Mayor, refilling the glass with 
brandy. “ So, Sefior, we are millionaires. Let us divide the 
treasure, share and share alike, since you cannot dig in that 
ground without my leave, nor I find the treasure without the 
lie.lp of the parchment which has become yours. Fate has 
made ns brothers. From to-day you shall live with me. 
.A nother glass. And as soon as it is daylight to-morrow we 
will begin to dig.” 

blatters had reached this stage when the Sofia Torcuata 
retunicd from mass. Her husband told her all that had 
Jiappened, and introduced Sefior Jaime Olot. The good 
woman heard with equal fear and joy that the treasure was 
about to make its appearance, appealed to the saints repeat¬ 
edly on hearing of the treachery and baseness of Don Matias, 
and viewed the stranger, whose physiognomy appeared to h(!r 
to presage misfortunes, with alarm. 

Learning that she would have to give that individual 
something to eat, she went to the larder in quest of its 
choicest contents, not without muttering to herself; 

“ It is high time the treasure did turn up, ^inoe whether 
it does or does not after all, it has cost us the thirty-two 
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duios for the famous ctip of chocolate, the old friendship of 
Don Matia^ and hnwight up such an ill-looking stranger as a 
guest Accursed be treasures, and mines, and devils, and 
everything else beneath the surface of the earth, except the 
well-spring and the blessed dead.” 


xm. 

The Sena Torcuata with these ideas in her head, and a 
frying-pan in either hand, was approaching the cooking-stove 
when shouts and outcries were heard in the street, together 
with voices exclaiming: 

“ Sefior Mayor, open the door. The officers of justice from 
the city are entering the town with a number of soldiers.” 

Jaime Oiot turned as white as a sheet on hearing these 
words, and said: 

“ Hide me, Senor. If not we shall never have the treasure. 
Tlie police are in quest of me.” 

“ In quest of you ! Why 1 Are you a criminal 1” 

“ 1 said so,” exclaimed Tia Torcuata. “ Ho good could 
come out of such a face as that. It is all a trick of 
Lucifer.” 

“ Quick, quick,” said the stranger. “ Lot me out through 
the yard door.” 

“ Very well. But tell me first where the treasure lies,” 
expostulated Tio Hormiga. 

“Senor Mayor,” cried those without, “openl The town 
is surrounded. It seeins that they are seeking the man who 
has been with you for the last hour.” 

; “ Open in the name of the law!” cried an imperatii^fe voice, 

accompanied by a series of sounding blows on the door. 

“ There is no help for it,” said the Mayor, proceeding to 
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open the door, whilst the stranger made his way to the back 
door leading into the yard. 

Eut the shepherd and goatherd were on the alert to block 
his way, and, with the aid of the soldiers, who had also 
entered at the back, seized and secured him without any 
injury, although in the struggle he displayed the strength and 
activity of a tiger. 

The chief constable of the district, who Kad under his 
orders a clerk and twenty infantry soldiers, ex]^ned to the 
alarmed Mayor the reason of this capture. 

“ 'inis man,” he said, “ wdth whom you were locked in, 
why, 1 know not, and with whom you were talking, of I 
know not what matters, is the well-known* Galician, Juan 
Fa^ueira, who fifteen years ago robbed and murdered some 
gentleman, in whose service he was as muleteer, near 
Grenada. On the eve of his execution he escaped in 
the garb of the friar appointed to prepare him for death, 
leaving him behind half strangled; A fortnight back the 
Government received a letter from Centa, signed by a 
Moor named Manos-gordas, stating that Juan Falgneira, after 
having resided for a considerable time in Oran and other 
parts of Africa, w'as on the ix)int of embarking for Spain, 
and that it would be easy to lay hands on liim at Aldeire, 
where he was thinking of buying a Moorish tower. At the 
same time the Consul-General at Tetuan wrote to say that a 
Moorish woman named Zama had called to inform him that a 
Spanish renegade named Een-Munuza, formerly styled Juan 
Falgneira, had sailed for Spain after having murdered her 
husband, a Moor, named Manos-gordas, and stolen a certain 
valuable parchment from him. On account of all this, and 
notably for the assault upon the friar, the King especially 
enjoined upon the authorities of Grenada the capture of this 
ruffian, and his immediate execution in that c%.” 
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The horror and astonishment of the bystanders and the 
agony of Tio Hom%a, who could no longer have the least 
doubt that the precious parchment was in the power of a 
- luan sentenced to death, may be imagined. 

The ataridous Mayor, however, at the risk of com¬ 
promising himself even more deeply, returned to call Juan 
Falgueira on one .side and whisper with him, after 
taking the precaution to say he wished only to ascertain 
whether the culprit would confess his faults to God and 
man. The conversation between the two partners ran as 
follows': 

“Partner,” said Tio Hormiga, “nothing can save you. 
But it would Ife a pity for the parchment to be lost. Tell 
me where you have hidden it.” 

“ Partner,” replied the Galician, “ with the help of tluit 
parchment, or rather the treasure it i-epinsents, I hope to 
purchase my freedom. Obtain me the King’s pardon, and I 
will give it up to you. Meanwhile I shall make an offer of 
it to the judges, to get them to declare that my crime has 
been purged by fifteen years of exile.” 

“Partner,” observed Tio Hormiga, “you are a deep one, 
and I hope your plans will succeed. But if they should fail, 

I heg you, for God’s sake, not to carry to the tomb a secret 
that will profit no one.” 

“ I shall, tliough,” replied Juan Falgueira, “ I must avenge 
myself on the world somehow.” 

“ Come, let us make a start,” cried the constable, putting 
an end to this curious interview. 

And the doomed man was marclied off by the soldiers in 
the direction of the city of Guadix, whence he was to he 
taken to Grenada. 

“The devil! the devil!” exckiiued the wife of Juan 
Gomez. “ Cursed be all treasures.”, 
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XIV. 

It is hardly necessary to say that Tio Horu%a did not succeed 
in obtaining a pardon for Juan Fulgueira, that the judges 
did not pay any serious attention to the offers made to them 
by the latter of a treasure if they would acquit him, and 
that the terrible Galician refused to reveal eithqr the hiding- 
])lace of the parchment or the site of the treasure to the 
Mayor of Aldeire, who, in the hope of inducing him to 
make disclosures, visited him in the jail of Grenada on the 
eve of his < xecution. 

Juan Fidgueira was executed; and on the return of Tio 
Honniga to Aldeire he fell sick of a fever, brought on by 
fatigue and disappointment, which fever carried him off in a 
few days. 

llefore dying he managed to write a letter to Don Matias 
do Quesada, reproaching him for his treachery and fraud, 
which had cost tihree men their lives, and pardoning him, 
as n Christian should, on condition of his refunding the 
thirty-two duros to tire Sefia Torcuata. 

This formidable letter reached Dgijar at the same time as 
the news of the death of Juan Gomez, «uid so affected the 
old lawyer that he too expired shortly afterwards, not without 
writing before his last hour a terrible epistle, full of insults 
and curses, to his nephew, the organist of the cathedral at 
Omta, accusing him of having robbed and deceived him, and 
of being the cause of his death. 

To the perusal of this well-founded and appalling accusation 
may be traced the apoplectic stroke that carried off Don 
lionifacio. 

And as the Sena Torcuata, the only other person left 
who knew anything about the fatal parchment which had 
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caused the deaths of five people, took especial cjfeo never 
to breathe a word about it during her life—being firmly 
persuaded that all these deaths were the dkect work of the 
devil, and due to the association of her husband with the 
enemies of .the altar and the throne—no one has yet suc¬ 
ceeded in laying hands upon the Moorish treasure. 


THE END. 
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CRUEL ENIGMA. 

By BAUIi BOUKGET. Ji/- 

UNirOEM WITH THE ABOVE, 

A LOVE CRIME. 

By PAUL BOURGET. IKartyUMay. 

NEW VOLS. OF M. EMILE ZOLA’S WORKS. 

Tbanslateo, without Abridgment, FitOM the Latest French Editions. 

Price 6b. each. 

In croton 8to, with, a Portrait of the AiUhor, Etched by Bocourt. 

1. HIS MASTERPIECE? 

By EMILE ZOLA. 

Being a Translation of the New RealisHc Novel, “ L’CEuvis.” {Stimthj. 

In croton Siw, illustrated with tinted page Engravings, 

2. THE LADIES’ PARADISE: 

A SEdUEL TO “PIPING HOT!". 

By EMILE ZOLA. 


fBeadji. 




VIZETELLY ^0!S NEW BOOKS NEW EDITIONS. 


In small post Sw, omammtal scarlet covers. Is. each, 

THE GABORIAU AND DU BOISGOBEY 
SENSATIONAL NOVELS. 


** Ab, friend, bow many and many a vrbilo 
Tho/vo made tbe slow time fleetly flow. 

And si>laced pain and cbamied exile, 
i3oi60uuEY and Gaboki^iu ! '* 

Ballade (\f JtuUicay Nov^e ia Zotfgman't Maffazine.*' 

IN PERIL OF HIS LIFE. 

“ A 8t<»ry of tbrilling interest, and admirably translated. litnes, 

“ llsii'dly over baa a more ingenious' circumstantial case been inmglncd than that wbii b 
puts tUu hero In peril of his life, nnd tbe manner in which the ptYxjf of bis ianocon<-c is 
uiiully br ought about is scarcely lees ebilful.”— ibitortimj and Bt'aniaiic A’cav. 

THE LEROUGE CASE. 

“ M. GalKiriaii is a skilful and brilliant writer, capable of scj ''.Ivcrthig tbe attention and 
interest of liis roiidera tliat not tuic word or line bi bis book w'lJ be sklpi>ed oi read c.ito- 
Icssly."— iiam^ekire AdvertUtr. • 

OTHER PEOPLE’S MONEY. 

“The interest is kept up throughout, and the story is told graphically and with a goo 
deal of iirl. London Figaro. 

LECOQ THE DETECTIVE. 'rwoVok. 

“In the art of forging a tangled cliaiii of coniplicatedincidents involved and inex¬ 
plicable until the last link is r<j<.chcd and the wlndc nit^e clear, Mi. Wilkie (JulUna is 
equalled, if not excellod, by M. Gabuiiau.”— HcmUl. 

THE GILDED CLIQUE. 

“Kull of incident, and instinct with life and action. Altogelhcr this i-* a nio^t. 
fascinating bi>ok.’'— iJainpehire Advei-tiser. 

THE MYSTERY OF ORCIVAL. 

“The Author keeps the interest of the reader at fever boat, and by a succ*e‘'si««ii nf 
unexpected tutna and incidents, the drama is ultimately worke i out to u very i.Lu- 
bunt result. The ability disxjbiyed is unquestionable.' —HUtjJiela Luitiptndenl. 

DOSSIER NO. 113. 

“ The i>lot is worked out with great skill, and from first to hist tbe reader’s ini crest ii 
never allowed to Hag.”—i>tn«dwir;ort Herald. 

THE LITTLE OLD MAN OF BATIGNOLLES. 

THE SLAVES OF PARIS. TwoVok 

“Sensational, full of interest, cleverly couccivod, and wrought out with consumm.itj 
skill.’''— 0^'ord and Cambridge Joarnal. 

THE CATASTROPHE. TwoVok 

“ A plot vitrorously and skilfhlly constructed, leading through a series of snnirlKiu.' 
dramatic scones and thrilling mysteries, and ciilminaling in a sudden and comtiki’.- 
exiKJKuro of crime and triumph of innocence. * Tift Catastrophe ’ does ample cn. At t** 
M. Guboriau's r^utatlou as a novelist of vast resource in incident and of wondexii.l 
ingenuity in cuii&truetiDg and unravelling thrilling mysteries."—A6^rdaa JourmU 



WZETELLY &• CO.’S MW BOOKS &• mW EDITIONS. 


INTRIGUES OF A POISONER. 

" The wondeiful SenaatlotiEl NoveU d BmHe 0aboriau.*'>--6&o&e. 

THE COUNT’S MILLIONS. 'Two Vois. 

**To those who love the lOTetertouB and the seQsati<»ial, Dahorlau’s stories are irrc' 
Bistlbly fascinating. His marvellously clever pages hold the mirror up to nature with 
absolute fidelity; and the interest with which be contrives to invest his characters proves 
that exaggeration Is unnecessary to a Society. 

rriE OLD AGE OF LECOQ, THE DETECTIVE. TwoVok. 

“ The romances of Oaboriau and Du Boisgobey picture the marvellous Tjecoq and other 
wonders of shrewdnoss, who piece together the daborate dotails of the most complicated 
crimes, as Prof^sor Owen with the smallest bone as a foundation could reconstruct the 
most extraoniinory animals.*'*—5to7Miard. 

IN THE SERPENTS' COILS. 

“This is afaost picturesque, dramatic, and powerful aonsational noveL Its interont 
never flags. Its terrific excitement continues to the end. The reader is kept spell¬ 
bound.”— OWArt»». ChronUU. 

THE DAY OF RECKONING. Two Vok 

“ M. du Boisgobey ves XiS no tiresome descriptions or tebourod analyses of character; 
under his facile pen plots full oi incident are quickly opened and unwound. Ue does 
not stop to moralifw; all his art cunsiste in creating intricacies which shall keep the 
reader’s curiosity on the stretch, asid offer a full scope to his own really wonderful 
ingenuity for unravelling. "—Times. 

THE SEVERED HAND. 

“ The plot is a marvel of intricacy and deverly managed surprises.”—itiemiy World. 

Readers who like a thoroughly entangled and thrilling plot will welcome this novel 
with avidity.”—Bmfol Aferimriif. 

BERTHA'S SECRET. 

“ ‘ Bertha’s Secret ’ is a most effective romance. We need not say how the story ends, 
for this would spoil the reader's pleasure in a novel whieJi depends for all its interest ou 
the skilful weaving and unweaving of mysteries, but we will repeat that ‘Bertha’s 
Secret’ is very well worth perusal.”—2’imes. 

V^HO DIED LAST? OR THE RIGHTFUL HEIR. 

“Travellers at this season of the year will find the time occupied by a long journey 
pass away us rapidly as they can doslre with one of Du Boisgobey^s absorbing volumes iu 
their hand.’’—iyuudo/i Figaro. 

THE CRIME OF THE OPERA HOUSE. Two Vok. 

“ Wo are led breathless from the firat jage to the last, and close the book witli a 
thorough admiration for the vigorous romancist who has the courage to fulfil the true 
Duiction of the story-toUer, by making reflection subordinate to action.”—ilberdmt 
Journal. 


Lately pMifUicd Volumes, 

THE MATAPAN AFFAIR. 

A FIGHT FOR A FORTUNE. 

THE GOLDEN PIG; OR, THE IDOL OP MODERN PARIS. 2 Vok. 

To be followed by 

THE THUMB STRODE. 

THE CORAL PIN. Two Vok 




VJZETEULY frj CO.^S NEW BOOKS 6* NEW EDITIONS. 


In double volumeo, bound in searlet clolhj price 2», 6d. each. 

NEW EDITIONS OF THE 

GABORIAU AND DU BOISGOBEY 
SENSATIONAL NOVELS, 

NOfT READY. 

l.-THE MYSTEBT OF OBCrYAL, AND THE OILDBD CUaDE. 
a.~THE LEBOtrOE CASE, AND OXHEB PEOPLE’* MONEY. 

3. 'LECOa, THE DETECTIVB. 4.-THB SLATES OP PABIS. 

5.-IN PEBIL OP HIS LIFE, AND INTBIODES OP A P0I80NEB. 
e.-DOSSIEB NO. 113, AND THE LETILB* OLD MAN OP BAII- 
GNOLLES. 7.-THE COUNT’S MILLIONS. 

8. -THE OLD AGE OP LEOOQ, THE DETECTIVH. 

9. -THE CATASTBOPHE. 10.-THE DAT OP BBOKONINQ 

11. -THE SEVEBED HAND, AND IN THE SEBPENTS’ COILS. 

12. ~BEKTHA’S SECBET, AND WHO DIED LAST P 

13. -THE CBIME OP THE OPEBA HOUSE. 

14. -THE MATAPAN APPAIB, AND A PIGHT POE A POBTUNB. 

15. -THE GOLDEN PIG, OB THE IDOL OF MODEBN PABIS. 

18.~THE THUMB STBOKE, AND THE NAMELESS MAN. 
17.-THE COBAL PIN. 18.-HIS GBEAT BEVBNQE. 


In kdmH pod Svo, oTna/mntal covers. Is. ectcA ; in cloth. Is. 6d. 

VIZETELLY’S POPULAR FRENCH NOVELS. 

TRANSLATIONS OF THE BEST EXAMPLES OF RECENT FRENCH 
FICTION OF AN UN0BJEC5TI0NABLE CHARACTER. 


“ Mry are inwis tlirU waji U safety left lying atovt where the Imlies of the fimily can pick them no 
and read them. The interest they create i$ happily not of the vicious sort at aU. *' 

_ Sheffield Indhpekdent. 


FROMONT THE YOUNGER & RISLER THE ELDER. By 

A. Daudkt. 

“ Tbe Benes starts well with M. Alphonse Daudet’e masterpiece, 

“ A terrible shiry, powerful after a sledge-hammer fashion in some parts, and won¬ 
derfully tender, touchmg, and pathetic in others, the extraordinary popularity whereof 
may bo inferred from the fact that this K^lish version is said to be ‘ traoslal^ from the 
fiftieth French edition.’”—/Mwsfrafed Loiulon Nem, 

SAMUEL BROHL AND PARTNER. By V. Cherbulibz. 

Those who have read this 8ing:ular story In the orhrfnal need not be reminded of that 
sn^mely dramatic study of the man who lived two lives at onoo, even within himself. 
The reader’s discovery of his double nature is one of tbe most deverly managed ot sur¬ 
prises, and Samuel Brohl’s final dissolution of nutnera^p with himself is a remarkable 
stroke of almost pathetic comedy.”— Graphic. 

THE DRAMA OF THE RUE DE LA PAIX. By A. Belot. 



MAUGARS JUJilOR. By A. Theueiet.* 

“One ot the most eharmtog noFeletteewehaTe read for* long time."—Mcrary ITorld. 


i^ZEi t^LLY &^CO:s‘A’EIV BOOKS &• N^IV EDITrOXS : 

WAYWARD DOSIA, & THE GENEROUS DIPLOMATIST. 

By Hbkrt GBfcviLLS. 

"As epigrammatic u anythtog Lord Beaconsfield has ever written."—Hanipsliir 
Telegraph, 

A NEW LEASE OF LIFE. & SAVING A DAUGHTER'S 

DOWKY. By B. About. 

** * A New Le«ee of T4fe' is an absorbing story, the Interest of which Is kept up to tb.} 
very end .**—Emiivjg Mail. > 

“The story, as a flitrht of turiUiant and eccentric fmf^nation, is unequallod in it.-« 
peculiar tfay.**—JfeeG^pAic. 

COLOMBA, & CARMEN. By p. 

* *‘©)e freshness andTraciness of *Colomba ’ is quite cheering after the stereotyped thre- - 
volume novels with whlclxour circulating librsnes are crammed."—/ici/iA'j: Tivms. 

***Carmen* will he welcomed the lovem of the imrightly and tuneful opera Ui- 
heroim of whi<^fi Minnie Hauk made so popular. It is a bright and vivacious story."—L'V''. 

A WOMAN’S DIARY, & THE LITTLE COUNTESS. By 

0. Feuillet. *" " 

Is wrought out with masterly skill and affords reading, which although of a sli^btlv 
scnssitional kind, cannot be said to be hurtful either mentally or taovaMy.‘*-^Pv’»iJHi, •. - 
Herald. 

BLUE-EYED META HOLDENIS, & A STROKE OF DIPLO¬ 

MACY. By V. Cheubuiie?. ' 

“ ‘ Blue-oyed MotaHoIdenis’ is a delightful Serviee Gazette.. 

“*A fitime of Diplomacy' is a bright vivacious story pleasantly told.”—//ifw.is/Nio 
Admtiier. 

THE GODSON OF A MARQUIS. By a. Theuribt. 

“The niBtiepersonages, the rural scenery and life in the fc»«st country of Arg>.7inc. 
are painted wim the nand of a master. From the beginning to tbe close the intc’vst. 
of the story never flags."—li/fe. 

THE TOWER OF PERCEMONT & MARIANNE. By George 

♦Sakd. 

"George &ind has a great name, and the *Tower of Fercemont* is not unworthy 
of ii."-’Illustntied Lotvhni News. 

THE LOW-BORN LOVER’S REVENGE. By v. Cherbuliez. 

” * IPbe Low-I)om Lover’s Revenge ’ is one of M. CherbuUez’s many exquisitely written 
prodiictions. The studios of human nature under various influences, especially in tho 
o.o)es of the unhappy heroine and her low-bom lover, are wonderfully cffuctivc.”— / Y - << 
tixUed Lon^lon Ncu% , 

THE NOTARY’S NOSE, AND OTHER AMUSING STORIES. 

By E. About. 

** Crisp and bright, full of movement tmd interest."— Herald. 

DOCTOR CLAUDE; OR, LOVE RENDERED DESPERATE. 

By H. Malot. Two vols. 

** We have to appeal to our very first flight of novelists to find any1b.iDg so artistic iu 
IBnglish romance as those books.*'—DuMiu Hveninj Mail. 

THE THREE RED KNIGHTS; OR, THE BROTHERS’ 

VENGEANCE. . By P. FRvii-. 

" The one thing that strikes us in theM stories ti the marvellous dramatic skill of ll.o 
writers.*’—7nd«2)ettdsKf. 








